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Photo Glow 


Author's Notes: 

Inspired by a few golden oldie photos from the era of The Green Goddess, which was Iron Maiden\'s first tour 
\"bus,\" and by ex-roadie Steve Loopy Newhouse\'s interesting yet slightly disappointing memoir (not enough 
juicy details). So | make my own details! :) Steve and Paul enter in the next chapter. 


Lazing in his girlfriend's frilly bed the night before going on tour, Dave sipped Earl Grey from a dainty teacup 
and made an offhand mental list of all the creature comforts he was going to miss. Feather beds, foot rubs 


(unless one of his bandmates would care to provide that service, he thought with a chuckle). Clean underpants 


The telly. Warm radiators. 


Truth be told, despite the potential hardships of touring with a band that had no money and no prestige, Dave 
couldn't wait to grab his gear and charge headlong out the door. Biscuits and hot tea were wonderful, especially 
as served by an adoring girlfriend wearing nothing but a pair of purple polka dot panties, but Dave wanted to 
be a rockstar. His future depended on this tour, he was certain-lron Maiden's crucial next move-their big 


chance. It was in the stars, and nothing was going to stop him. 


Not even young love. 


Claire seemed to have a hundred reasons for why he shouldn't go, and now that his departure was imminent, 


her distress was starting to show. Dave's face went blank as he listened considerately to her futile appeals. 


"The weather's getting so nippy, Davey," Claire protested, tucking a blanket around his waist as if she could 
warm him up preemptively. "And there's no heat on that bus. Its not even a proper tour bus. It's just a 


wretched, painted-over old lorry." 


"Of course it's not a proper tour bus." Dave stroked her knee to soothe her. "It's our first tour, luv, it's all we 


could afford." 
"There are no beds in there. Its just a hollow shell. Where will you sleep?" 


"Not sure, really," Dave admitted with a shrug. "Some kind of cots or hammocks or something. I'm sure Loopy'll 
get it all sorted for us." 


"Loopy will get it sorted? If you're referring to Loopy your bog-eyed roadie, | wouldn't count on it. He's a 
bloody idiot. He'll have you sleeping on cardboard boxes." 


Was she suggesting that he quit the band over a minor discomfort, that he relinquish all the opportunities he'd 
worked so hard for?, Dave wondered. He loved girls, loved their sexy bodies and warmhearted ways, but he 
would never understand them. 


"Don't worry, luv. It's just for a few weeks around the UK" Dave had scarcely been outside London city limits 
in his entire life, and was eager to see the rest of the country. 


Claire grimaced, her eyes suddenly wide with worry. "What if its so uncomfortable that you'll want to sleep 
somewhere else? Like.. with another girl." 


Dave sensed that no matter what response he crafted, it would be entirely lacking in believability. "Don't be 
silly," he replied, keeping it brief. 


"Just remember," Claire warned, her voice muted, "those fucking whores have probably spread their legs for 


every other guitarist who rolled through town, too." 


"I know." Dave chuckled, giddy at the idea of these imaginary small-town birds, all desperate for a fuck from a 
poor, roving musician. It seemed as far-fetched and fantastic as a fairy tale. One in which Dave couldn't wait 
to play a leading role. Meanwhile, he was only 22 years old, and his pretty, half-naked girlfriend had just 
uttered the words fucking whores and spread their legs. He felt a tingling in his cock as it reacted predictably. 


‘It's not funny, Dave." Claire lit a cigarette and extended it to him in that special delicate way she had of 
holding it between her middle and ring fingers, letting Dave take a drag. "I'm just going to miss you so terribly.’ 


Queen's "Crazy Little Thing Called Love" started to play on the radio and Dave reached across the bed to turn 
up the volume. his thing called love, | must get round to it, Freddie sang, his golden voice a harmony to Dave's 


emotions. / aint ready, ooh, ooh, ooh 


"Ill miss you too, luv. Look, my dick is hard again just from sitting here next to you." Dave lifted the blanket to 
expose this flattering fact, his plump cock stiffening further when he saw Claire's girlish look of curiosity. 


‘| want to give you something to take with you on tour, Davey. A keepsake, so that you won't forget me." 
"Can | take your knickers?" he asked without hesitation. 

"Oh, alright," Claire agreed. "I'll fetch a pair." 

"No," Dave declared, reaching for her. "I want the ones you're wearing," 

"Ew, | don't know. What for?" 

"So that | can smell you," he said candidly, keeping the self-evident ‘your pussy’ to himself. 

"Ugh, that's so pervy," she said, grimacing again. "| have a better idea. You can take my picture." 


‘Ive already got your picture," Dave reminded her. "Lots of ‘em." Claire was both an amateur photographer and 


aspiring model, so there was no shortage of photos in their relationship. 


She scrambled out of bed and produced a clunky black cube from among some clutter on a shelf. "See, you can 
take a picture of me right now, with this thing. | just bought it. Its an instant camera. You snap a photo and it 
spits it out straight away. It's amazing. Look" 


Peering at Dave through the viewfinder of her new camera, Claire took aim at his smiling face and clicked the 
shutter release. A bright flash blinded him for an instant, and with a quiet whir the device pushed out a 
glossy white square into Claire's eager grasp. Through the silent spots dancing across his retinas, Dave 
watched with interest as his amiable likeness gradually materialized. 


"My gorgeous superstar," Claire mused, giving the photo an air kiss before propping it up carefully against a 
bedside lamp. 


"Your turn," Dave suggested. He quite liked the idea of going on tour with his own personalized collection of 
pornography stashed in his duffle bag. Fuck Something else he was going to miss that he hadn't considered 


until now-privacy. 


Claire's body was slender and supple. Her soft, poppy-red lips and pale skin reminded Dave of an off-duty but 
still elegant movie star. She smoothed her hair and relinquished the camera to Dave, the thin gold bracelet 


he'd given her earlier that day glinting on her narrow wrist. 


"I can't believe I'm letting you take a topless photo," she said. "Alright, let me get ready. The film is frightfully 


expensive, so make it count-" 
But Dave had already impulsively snapped a photo, the flash bulb flare cutting short Claire's words. 
"Dave!" She swatted him. "Dammit. You caught me off guard." 


| wanted to take a spontaneous one" He smiled mischievously, like a naughty boy who knows he's misbehaved 


but has already been forgiven 


The photograph that emerged thirty seconds later was slanted and blurry, but nevertheless recognizable to 
Dave as his girlfriend's toned midsection, candy-pink nipples, and adorable bellybutton. Not quite centerfold- 


worthy, but good enough to wank over. 


"Ah, it's terrible," Claire decided "Take another one." Her long blond hair spilled down her back as she sprawled 
lengthways across the bed, posing. 


"Nice arse." Dave stared at the crack of Claire's ass where her panties had wedged. He imagined how she'd 
moan if he were to slip his hand in there, and further down, to run his fingers against her pussy through the 
thin material. As Dave had observed from various imported men's magazines, the women in America wore the 
skimpiest, raciest, glossy high-cut panties, so tight you could see the outline of their shaven pussies. Claire's 
unfettered cotton knickers were a tad too modest in comparison, he concluded. 


"Are those the knickers your mum bought for you?" he teased. Despite his joke, the idea of Claire's middle- 
aged yet still fit mum browsing ladies’ lingerie with the goal of dressing up her daughter's sweet little twat 
made Dave's blood run hot with lust. 


"No," Claire scoffed, her eyelashes fluttering as she looked down at herself. "I think | bought these." 


Dave rubbed his cock against the wad of blankets he'd been slowly bunching up over his crotch. "Gimme that 


camera. Come here." 
Without taking his eyes off her, Dave snatched up the camera and felt a powerful excitement. 
"Pull them up on the sides." 


"Like this?" Claire asked, yanking them up until they stretched high above her hip bones, the fabric pulling tight 


against her pussy. 


"Fuck, that looks so hot. Now push your tits together." Dave's secret yet unapologetic wish was that Claire had 
bigger breasts. But when she squished them together, either with a fancy bra or with her hands, the fleshy, 


cushiony crease it created was like a summons to his aching cock 

"You like the way this looks?" she asked, her eyes smiling. 

"Fuck yeah. Fancy letting me have a tit wank in there? I'll be quick" 

"How quick?" 

"Really quick," Dave chuckled, his cheeks tinged with pink "Thirty seconds, maximum." 

Claire's chirpy laugh told him that she didn't think he was being serious. One shag per night was usually 
sufficient exertion for her, as Dave had come to discover with mild disappointment-and that lone shag had 
already transpired some thirty minutes ago. He had been quick that time, too, he recalled with a pang of 
embarrassment. Fucking just felt so incredibly good, sometimes he couldn't control himself. And he wanted it all 
the time. Dave loved to come-he craved it like food. Thinking about being back inside her tight cunt had 
brought a familiar, pleasurable fullness to his balls again. Perhaps she'd be generous tonight; it was his last 


night in town, after all. 


Deciding to take a roundabout approach, Dave lifted the camera to his eye and squinted through the 
viewfinder. 


"Take your knickers off" His cock throbbed at the very words. 
She recoiled slightly. "Not to take with you on that lorry." 


"No, no. | just want to take another photo of you. A nude photo." Dave thought the word nude gave his 
proposal a rather tasteful overtone. Artistic, almost. 


"Uh, ummm," Claire stalled. "Alright, maybe." 
She bit her lip, unsure. Her red-lacquered fingernails skimmed tentatively across her pale stomach. 


"Please?" Dave implored. His stiffy felt humongous, like Big Ben had been implanted between his legs and 
inadequately draped with a quilted blanket. 


Finally Claire began to roll her panties down, exposing a little blond muff almost as fair as her skin. Kneeling, 
she flexed her thighs, spreading them apart slightly. Glimpsing this hint of delicious treasure, Dave felt a warm 
trickle of drool at the corner of his mouth and sucked it back in 


"I thought you were going to take a picture?" Claire reminded him. 


And so he did. Several. With some sweet words and even sweeter caresses, he persuaded her to spread her 
legs a little wider, and wider still. The camera flashed and whirred, flashed and whirred. One excellent 


photograph captured, in a soft-focus close-up, the moment when two of Dave's long fingers sank into her 
pussy, his thumb curled against her body to pleasure her. (It had been a mere three weeks since the day 
Claire had lovingly and patiently given Dave an explicit education on where a woman's clit was located, and how 
to touch it. Once acquainted with this valuable information, he had become a dedicated student, eager to 


practice.) 


The camera soon ran through its film cartridge and sat abandoned, the dozen flesh-toned images it had yielded 
scattered across the bed. Not a moment too soon for Dave, considering that his dick was so hard it was 
starting to feel uncomfortable. If Claire still wasn't quite aware of the burning persistence of a young lad's 
need for sex, Dave would enlighten her, without words. 


First, he kissed her, a few warm licks on her cheek, her chin, down her neck, inhaling the ripe-apple scent of 


her hair. 
‘Oh, Davey," Claire sighed, 


The urge to press his erection against her smooth body was irresistible. Dave squirmed and humped on top of 
her, thrusting his hips to the rhythm of the pulsing he already felt in the base of his cock. She cuddled him, 


pulling him closer. 


"Uhhhmm," Dave moaned, feeling moments away from an orgasm. He rubbed his cock on Claire's soft, feminine 
tummy, his foreskin sliding back and forth over the tender, unprotected tip of his cock. He moved down until it 
grazed her inner thigh. One small nudge and he was inside her, the hot slipperiness enveloping him. Some of the 


spunk that Dave had injected into her earlier had been kept warm inside her pussy, making it extra slick, extra 


squishy. 
"Oh fuck" Dave rolled his hips, pumping his cock slowly in and out, in and out. 
"Mmm, that's nice," Claire murmured. 


"Ah, ah, ah," Dave panted. Each forward plunge had the shivery ecstasy of a first-time fuck, each pullout felt 
like the world's best blowjob sucking on his engorged cockhead. Unaware of anything beyond his dick and the 
steady, relentless pleasure building at the base of his spine, Dave grunted and gasped, his thrusts quickening as 
the sensation grew. 


"Uh, uhhh, uhmmmm," he moaned. 
The first spasm of bliss was so powerful, so sudden, Dave didn't get a chance to warn Claire. With one final 
groan, he shoved himself deep and came, gobs of fresh cum spurting into the beyond. She was on the pill, 


thank goodness. 


Dave's cock was still twitching with residual pleasure when Claire rolled away from under him. He flopped over 
on his back to catch his breath, a sheen of sweat glistening on his chest and neck. The effort was already 


forgotten. He could be ready to go again in five minutes. 


It occurred to Dave that in having gotten so carried away, again, he wasn't sure if he'd succeeded in getting 
her off. She never complained, kindhearted as she was, but he wanted to leave her satisfied before setting off 


on his life-changing voyage. 


Dave placed a slightly sticky, warm hand on Claire's breast. He was just starting to gently squeeze her ripple 
when he noticed that she was crying, her face contorted by the effort of trying to hold it in 


"Oh, no, luv, don't," he said, befuddled. Suddenly he felt very tired. 


Her heartbreak now discovered, Claire abandoned self-restraint and began to sob. Tears merged with black 


mascara and spilled in grey tracks down her cheeks. 

"Don't, Claire." Dave repeated ineffectually. 

"I feel like I'm losing you," she confessed. 

"I'll be back," he reminded her. 

"But you're going to be in a totally different world. You'll be seduced by other girls, and I'll just.. fade away." 
Dave felt confused. Hadn't Claire been drawn to him precisely because he was in a rock band? And rock bands, 
the good ones anyway, go on tour. He had grown his hair long and taken up the guitar seven years ago hoping 
to get girls, and to his amazement, it had worked. Tremendously well, in fact. But this sort of difficult scene, 


the tears, the suspicion, made him want to head for the nearest pub. 


"We'll be working so hard and on the road so much, | won't have time to even look at any girls," Dave explained. 


"We have a gig booked every single night” 
"Promise to telephone me?" 
"When | can, of course, luv." 


When Claire went to the loo, Dave quickly gathered up four of the best polaroid photos and stuffed them into 
the pocket of his leather jacket. She had said herself that she wanted him to take one. So, he was taking four. 
She didn't need them for anything. 


Claire's worries weren't completely unjustified, Dave admitted to himself later as he cradled her head in the 
crook of his armpit. For today, he was content, a gifted yet humble lead guitarist in a successful local band, 
with a pretty girlfriend. Maybe not Tomorrow, or the next day, but soon, he'd need more. Once he rose to 

fame as an internationally known rockstar, the ultimate goal, it was only natural that he'd leave whoever he 


was with and find someone better. 


That was part of the dream of becoming a rockstar. 


To be continued. 


Buggering Around 


Author's Notes: 
A perv like me can recall even the smallest offhand details from an autobiography that so much as hinted at 


something sexual. 


Claire had been right. The band's means of transportation would never be mistaken for a proper tour bus. Or 
any type of bus. It looked more like the ugly offspring of a delivery truck and an army van, although its true 
origin was unknown. Hand-painted a drab olive green both outside and inside, it was boxy and top-heavy. But 
Dave saw a certain charm in The Green Goddess, as they'd nicknamed her. Packed up inside, he and his 
bandmates would be living like gypsies, eating tinned beans and making their own rules as they cruised up and 
down Great Britain, united in the pursuit of a great purpose. 


For years Dave had fantasized about being on stage, massive crowds cheering his name as he dazzled them 
with one ripping solo after another—but the other side of the fantasy was about hanging out with his 
bandmates, rehearsing, writing songs, having a laugh. What could be better? 


Steve, the bandleader, had no time for such romantic musings at the moment. The band had a gig in 
Nottingham in a few hours but they were still in the London suburbs, idling curbside at the house of their 


drummer Doug Sampson, waiting for him to get his shit together. 


"Full-grown bloke, twenty-two years old, and still living at home with his mum and dad," Steve snorted, 


watching from the rear door of the van as Doug's mum fussed over her son on their front steps. 


Paul, Iron Maiden's lead singer, frowned as he took an impatient drag from his cigarette. "Blimey. Make sure 


Dougie's packed his wee willy-warmer, Mrs. Sampson!" he blustered. 

Bleeding Christ, Paul," Steve scolded him. "Have some decency.” 

Doug's mum escorted Doug all the way to the van and for a moment looked like she might actually climb 
aboard. Dave unavoidably took notice of her enormous, housecoat-covered bosom bulging above her crossed 
arms. 

"So, you lads are planning to muck about the English countryside like a gang of wandering minstrels, are you?" 
Doug's mother interrogated the group. "Just don't phone up my pushover of a husband when this wonky crate 
of a thing breaks down and you need a lift. He's got better things to do." 

With a hug and a kiss she reluctantly surrendered her son to the pack of heathens that had corrupted him. 


Dave was reminded of the warning his own father had dispensed that morning. Have you given no thought fo 


your responsibilities fo your employer, son? And when youre older, to your pension? his dad had questioned. Dave 
didn't have the heart to tell him that he'd already quit his job three days ago, and had no intention of ever 


collecting a pension. He wouldn't need it. 


When Doug realized the utter lack of facilities inside the van, his mouth went slack and he dropped his 
knapsack in the middle of the floor. 


"Wishing you weren't so quick to kiss your mum goodbye, eh?" Paul jeered. 


"Let's push off, lads." Steve banged his fist on the wall of the van, signaling Loopy in the driver's cab to hit the 


gas. 
"Where's the lav?" Doug asked hopelessly, sitting down hard on his backside as the van lurched. 
Paul chortled. "You need to take a shit already, mate?" 


"We can pull over to piss in the bushes," Steve explained, his voice both mild yet full of authority. "For a shit, | 
guess we can use petrol stations. Or wait ‘til we get to the gigs." 


"Sometimes it can't wait," Paul pointed out. 


Dave crept on his hands and knees over to a tatty-looking lawn chair that had skidded into the corner and sat 
down on it. He didn't want to slam his bum on the floor as Doug had. 


"The only activities going on in this van are going to be sleeping, and guarding the equipment so it doesn't get 
pinched” Steve didn't need to remind anyone of the nearly ruinous occasion six months ago when half of Iron 


Maidens gear was stolen out of an unlocked car. 


Dave considered the practicality of Steve's statement. Four blokes and an irresponsible roadie spending long 
hours in an enclosed space. Dave could easily imagine a few other activities that would soon become inevitable. 
Eating, farting, and getting pissed up. And, of course, should any of them get acquainted with a fit young lass 
from the north country-there would be shagging, too. 


"Might as well get the sleeping arrangements sorted" Steve unrolled a thin blue camping mattress across the 
floor. With the band's equipment strapped down in big black crates near the front of the cabin, the space 
leftover was tight. 


"Gotta squeeze two blokes up here, but it'll have to be the two smallest,” Paul announced, slapping his hand on 
a raised plywood platform that had been hastily constructed behind the driver's cab. "| wouldn't be able to 


stretch out, meself." 


Dave turned straightaway to Steve, knowing without having to take measurements that they were the two 
shortest men in the band, with Paul, Doug, and Loopy all being nearly six foot tall. 


Fine, Davey and | will be happy to have the only window," Steve said, flinging his mattress onto the platform. 
"Especially after a few days when it starts getting whiffy in here." 


It did look a bit cramped but Dave didn't mind. Steve was a clean bloke, and quite orderly in his habits. Dave 
had hitched his fortune to Steve-his bandmate, his friend, his boss-why not sleep with him, too? Hopefully he 


didn't snore. 


Fuckin’ hell, /wanted to bunk next to young Davey! Seeing as how l'm well accustomed to sleeping with cute 


blondes," Doug declared with a laugh. "Cor, now who'll look into my eyes when | cum?" 

‘Cheers, mate," Dave said, returning his laughter. He looked Doug in the eye. "Go ahead, then!" 

Steve chuckled but didn't look up from organizing his makeshift bed. "There'll be no spunking up in ‘ere." 

"Won't need to worry about me on that front, mate," Paul asserted. Reclining against one of the amplifiers with 
his legs crossed at the ankles, he looked as relaxed as if he were in his own apartment. As far as Dave could 
tell, Paul hadn't brought anything with him besides his leather jacket and a pack of cigarettes. No pillow, no 
blanket. Not even a toothbrush. 

"Glad to hear it," Steve said absently. 

‘Only queers jerk off." 


Paul's unexpected comment was met with bewildered stares. 


Dave felt a senseless pang of tension that made him recall being fourteen years old, about to get an earful 


from a bully. 

"Wot?" Steve eventually asked. 

“Tossing off is for fucking queers, ye heard me." 

"Oh?" Steve sounded mildly amused. "How's that?" 

"Think about it, mate. It's a bloke stroking your cock. And you, a bloke, is stroking a cock. And enjoying it 
An astonished silence fell as the group considered this philosophical and rather unsettling theory. Dave 
contemplated the palm of his right hand and its various lifelong functions. He loved his cock, was downright 
obsessed with it, and assumed that all men likewise loved their own cocks and touching them at any 


opportunity, as he did. 


"Rubbish!" Steve finally asserted, 


Paul persisted. "Enjoy stroking a hard cock, do ye?" 


"No, | don't. That's why | have yer mum stroke me off every night," Steve shot back calmly, triggering a burst 
of laughter from the other guys, including Paul. 


"Ah, well done, you wanker!" Paul shouted amidst the guffaws. 


"Its my own bloody cock and I'll touch it however | like, thank you very much," Steve proclaimed in the face of 
Paul's braying laughter. 


Dave kept quiet, but decided that he wholeheartedly concurred with Steve. 

"Awright, so, you touch it to take a piss, don'tcha?" Doug pointed out. "And to wash." 

"Yeah," Paul conceded. "But that's not getting off with yerself. You don't have a stiffy whilst washing.” 
Dave couldn't help but giggle. "Sometimes," he ventured. 

"Tosser!" Paul declared. 

"Ah. It's still a bloke touching your cock, innit?" questioned Steve. "Bloody inconsistent theory, Paul." 
"So," Doug interrupted, "what if you wake up with a raging biggie, but, there's no birds around?" 


"| dunno," said Paul unconvincingly. "But | wouldn't be having a wank. It's the same as giving a hand job. Too 


fuckin’ queer." 

"I never thought of it that way," Doug pondered. "Have to admit, mates, Paul has a point here." 
Paul broke out a smug grin. 

"It's fuckin’ bollocks," Steve said. 


An idea occurred to Dave. A loophole. "Alright, what if you don't touch it? What if you just, you know, hump 
the hole." 


"What hole?" Steve chortled 
Dave shrugged. "I don't know, any hole-" 


"Yer mum's mingel" Paul shouted. 


Another eruption of laughter resounded through the bus. 

Dave would deny until his dying breath that he'd ever carved a hole in a half-eaten room-temperature 
grapefruit and had his way with it in his grandmother's front room when everyone else was at church. It was 
years ago but to this day, the sight of a large citrus fruit, especially a bruised one, still made his cock plump 
up a little. 

Blimey," Paul said, "stay away from them dodgy holes, Davey. And my arsehole, too, while you're at it.” 


Dave shook from laughter. Paul's hairy, spotty arse was about the last place on earth he wanted to put his 
cock. Nevertheless, all this talk about wanking was making him feel horny. 


"Well, mates, none of us'll be needing to have a wank on this tour," Paul pointed out with his customary 


confidence. "Because we'll all be pulling ten birds a night!" 


"Bloody right!" Doug agreed, slapping Paul on the back and then clapping his own hands together like an excited 
schoolboy. 


"Yeah!" Dave cheered. 
And tonight was the first night. 
Bring on the birds. 


To be continued. 


Burning Down the House 


Author's Notes: 
Another longer chapter coming soon. :) 


The venue in Nottingham was called Boat Club; a most curious and promising name, Dave thought. It made him 


think of a roomful of saucy, upper-class birds in high heels and tight v-neck jumpers with pearl buttons down 


the front. 
"Sounds quite posh," Doug had likewise pondered. 


"What's so fuckin’ boat-y about this place?" Paul questioned when they saw the interior of the club, which was 
ordinary and lacking any nautically themed decorations. "We're a hundred kilometers from the sea. Ain't no 


boats around here." 


"Who gives a fuck?" Steve's face was already set in a mild scowl, as it always was right before a gig. "All the 


same to us if its got boats or not" 


Dave chuckled to himself at the absurdity of their conversation He suspected they were simply talking 
rubbish in an attempt to calm their nerves. None of them suffered from genuine stage fright anymore; but as 
the band gained more fans, the desire to do well, to impress the audience, had become more like a necessity, 


and it was enough to give them all a case of the collywobbles. 


Since the club had no dressing room, the band was crammed into a dingy storage room between the toilets and 
the dance floor. For the time being, Dave had left undone the top button on his red leather pants because his 
tummy was too full of butterflies to bear the tight waistband. He would've loved to loosen up with a pint or 
two, but Steve didn't approve of getting tipsy before gigs. 


"Ready for some action tonight, lads?" Paul was staring up close at his eyes in a pocket mirror, tracing them 
with black pencil. "Some satisfaction” 


"Fuck yeah!" Doug confirmed, beating a rhythm in the air with invisible drumsticks. 


"Awright, let's give these motherfuckers a real dobber!" With that, Paul shoved his hand into his crotch, 
tucking the black leather trousers around the outline of his cock and balls. Dave smiled, recalling Paul's 
controversial opinion about wanking-at what point did fiddling about with one's own dick cross the line, in Paul's 
estimation? 


"Come on, mates, time for a show," Steve added, never one to let Paul have the last word. "Let's knock ‘em out, 
shall we?" 


REE 


From his position on stage, Dave could make out some variously shaped longhairs down in front, six or seven 
rows deep in the dimly lit haze. Their erect torsos and distorted faces seemed nearly at eye-level, the stage 
was so low. It was really more of a raised floor than a proper stage, Dave thought, his cheeks hot from the 


mix of excitement and shyness that always came with being on display. 


Blokes. A// blokes. If there were any females out there, they hadn't done much to distinguish themselves. 
Maybe all the girls were on Steve's side. Steve always pulled the most birds, Dave thought regretfully- 
although if you asked Steve, it was Dave who did best with the ladies. Both men avoiding the plain fact that it 
was Paul, with his dark curls and bare-chest bravado, who put all his bandmates to shame. Paul had been 


effortlessly pulling birds in untold numbers since puberty, his conquests likely in the triple digits already. 


They had to accept that the heavy type of music they were playing attracted mostly men. It was fast, 
aggressive, and anything but mainstream. A couple years ago, Dave had been with a tasteful three-piece group 
that played softer, slower music, but it had been absolute rubbish, a bore-despite the higher ratio of birds 
who showed up to the gigs. Iron Maiden was gaining popularity, mostly in London so far, but as they expanded 
their presence across the UK's hills and valleys and beyond, the girls were bound to take interest. 


Dave squeezed his eyes shut and tuned in to Paul's raspy singing, which was anything but tasteful: Well, you 
see me crawling through the bushes, with it open wide! What you seeing, girl? 


The cocky lyrics advanced Dave straight to his solo, which he tore into and demolished like a buttery slice of 
sponge cake. He writhed and bucked to his own electric melody, which was separate from the song but born 
out of it. The volume swelled, his fingers stroking and striking along the fretboard. A hot beam of spotlight fell 
across his groin. Like any man whose expression unconsciously contorts during moments of intense 
concentration, at the climax of his solo, Dave felt his face twist into what surely looked grotesque. He jerked 
his head reflexively, sweeping forward a curtain of hair just far enough to hide behind. 


Charlotte the Harlot, what Dave liked to consider the band's only love song, was the last song in the set, but 
as usual, it came up unexpectedly soon. Charlotte the harlot, show me your legs, Charlotte the harlot, take me to 
bed 


Paul crooned to the audience like a depraved, British Elvis Presley for the 1980s. "Thank you-thark you very 
much," he snarled into the mic after singing the final notes, his amplified voice loud above so many raging 
cheers. "Now piss offl" The audience went nuts, a wave of devil horns rising. 


All worries about having a good gig had been neutralized and all that remained was adrenaline. Dave was ripe 
and full of juices, his soaked armpits dripping sweat all the way down to his elbows. Desperate, he scanned the 
crowd one last time, in pursuit of birds who were dying for a taste, a shag, the rock ‘n' roll excitement that 
was missing from their mundane, northern existence. In the half-second flash of a strobe light, Dave thought 


he saw Claire, her dainty form nearly consumed among the heavy metal ruffians. But when the lights came up, 


it proved to be nothing more than just another pale, scrawny bloke. Dave felt at once disappointed and relieved. 


To be continued. 


Just What He Needed 


Author's Notes: 
| can only begin to imagine the epic "locker room talk" the guys must've engaged in on tour back in the early 


days, so here | attempt to speculate. Thanks to the internet for help with British slang. 


The beer that Dave had been thirsting for all night was available in abundance after the show, the bartender 
readily pouring free drinks for the band well beyond the last call. 


The thirst for sex, however, lingered like a chronic fever. 


Ever since Dave had achieved true mastery of the guitar at age eighteen, and perhaps even before then, he 
sensed that his abilities were somehow closely connected to his cock. He could still remember the pain of 
blistered fingers, the endless hours spent practicing in his bedroom, and then, the proud, red-letter day on 
Easter Sunday 9715 when he finally nailed the solo to Jimi Hendrix's incomparable Voodoo Child. Just as vividly 
Dave remembered the sudden, vicious hard-on that sprang up throbbing inside his jeans immediately 
afterward, and the feeling of urgency as he unzipped his fly and quickly stroked himself to a toe-curling 
orgasm, the warm weight of his Strat resting across his thighs. 


Once again, that sweet, mysterious yet well-known tingle had spread through Dave's loins and turned him into a 
single-minded fiend. He took a final miserable glance around the cleared-out club and came to a drunken 
conclusion The petty, selfish townsmen had hidden their girlfriends away, hidden their sisters; their wives, 
even! What would the almighty Jimmy Page do, in the face of such a letdown? Dave wondered without hope of 


a true solution 


Paul, of course, had managed to sniff out what must've been the only totty in attendance and hustled her off 
somewhere, because he was nowhere to be seen, and Paul didn't settle for trolls. Doug, on the other hand, had 
debased himself by pulling a pig, most likely under false pretenses, not for the sex but simply to escape the 
discomfort of spending the night in the Green Goddess. In any case, they were getting their knobs wet, the 
jammy bastards. 


Dave felt wasted and a little wobbly as he stumbled back to the bus, which he remembered was parked a few 
blocks away on a quiet residential street. When he heard the single muffled bark of a pet dog and inhaled the 


earthy scent of autumn leaf piles he knew the evening's excitement was over. 
He stopped for a piss next to a decorative shrub and chuckled, dick in hand, as he mumbled some lyrics to 
Prowler, which were amusingly applicable to the current scenario. "Well you see me crawling through the 


bushes.. with it open wide.. what you seeing, girl?" 


He was startled by Steve's voice from behind him. "Davey, for fuck's sake, what are you doing?" 


"Fucking hell, Steve." Dave made sure he hadn't splashed his boots before zipping up. "Having a piss. What're you 
doing?" 


"Eating some biscuits and then going to sleep, along with everyone else. Loopy saw you walk right past the 
front of the van, so | came out to fetch you." 


"Biscuits?" Dave asked, disoriented. "I'd like some too, please." 

"Come on, time for bed" 

"Where is Loopy?" Dave said, suddenly concerned about their hapless roadie's welfare. 

"He's sleeping in the driver's cab where he belongs, the lout. Got pissed on the job again tonight." 

Before Dave knew it, Steve had led him by the arm back to the Green Goddess. Not even twenty four hours 
on the road and the inside of the van was already strewn with debris and had taken on the faint aroma of 
sweat and unwashed masculinity. Dave, too drunk to notice, crawled into the nearest sleeping bag and was 
surprised to find it already occupied. 

"Davey, you twat," Doug grumbled. "I was nearly asleep. Bugger off." 

"| thought you'd all bagged off after the gig," Dave inquired. "You were chatting up that tart.” 

"Nope," Doug replied. "She wasn't having it tonight, that one. | was quite glad about it, actually. She was rank." 
Giggling, Dave felt around in the darkness until he found his stuff-the folded up blankets he'd arranged earlier, 
his pillow, and the rubber hot-water bottle his mum had insisted he take, never mind that there were no 
facilities on board the Green Goddess with which to heat water. Beneath his bedding was the unforgiving 


wooden platform. Despite his exhaustion, Dave feared he wouldn't be getting much sleep. 


‘lm trying to hold out ‘til we get back to London," Steve volunteered. "Not looking to get the arse-ache from 


Lorraine at the moment." 

Dave respected Steve's attempt at faithfulness while on the road, although at the same time, it seemed to 
him as pointless and severe an exercise as holding one's breath until passing out. Why suffer needlessly, when 
their girlfriends were happy and unknowing back at home? 

"| guess we didn't exactly go down a bomb with the birds tonight," Dave recapped. 


"PFF, what birds?" Doug scoffed. 


A potent voice spoke out in the dark. "Speak for yourself, mates." It was none other than Paul. "You wouldn't 


believe this tart | came across after the gig. She was choice, mates. Maybe not brilliant in the face, but 
pretty enough, and with massive jugs. She come to the club with some bloke, her sweetheart | guess, but | 


scrumped her off like a rotten apple and she never saw ‘im again" 


"You having us on, Paul?" Doug questioned before reiterating, "Because | didn't see any choice birds about, 


mate." 


Dave heard Steve sigh heavily from the foot of their shared "bed" At Steve's suggestion, the two of them 
were sleeping head-to-toe. So there'll be no snogging, Steve had joked. No snogging, Dave thought, but their 
knobs and arseholes were still lined up, so he wasn't sure what sense it made. 


A match strike flared briefly as Paul lit a cigarette and continued his tale. "Can't remember her name-Debbie, 
Suzie, or who-the-fuck. The sort of bird who fancies herself a proper good girl, but let her hear some rock n' 
roll, throw back a few cocktails, and she goes bloody mad for cock. | had this slapper on her knees in the bog, 


mates. And believe me, it was well cacky in there, too, a nights worth of piss and rubbish all over the floor." 


Dave's imagination started filling in the omitted details. His fists clenched, knowing exactly how good it felt, how 
powerful, to have a girl between his legs, down on the floor, gagging for his cock. He'd never had one in a 


grotty toilet, though... 


"So | ask her, coz I'm a right gentleman and all," Paul continued with a devilish chuckle, "Why don't ya make 
yerself more comfortable? | ask. ‘Oh, | dunno, | dunno, she carried on for a bit. Awright, fuck, and we're 
already in the crapper with my trousers open! She finally takes off her top, an' cor blimey, she had on one of 
those old-fashioned 50s housewife brassieres, you know, the pointy ones that make the girl's tits look like 
zeppelins? A big fuck-all white contraption. Ah, bugger me, those dirty pillows were a sight for sore eyes." 


Dave's eyes went wide in the darkness as he tried to figure why a girl would wear such a thing. Trying to 
conceal her tits inside an enormous bra, he speculated. She must've had embarrassingly massive tits to need 
all that padding-for camouflage, he decided. Trying to cover up big, hard nipples, no doubt. Noiselessly, Dave slid 


his hand down his pants and gave his cock a gentle squeeze. 


Paul's cigarette smoke gradually filled the small enclosure as he went on. "Oh, lads, she started playing with my 
knob, nice and slow and sweet, and let me tell you, | was more than ready to give her the business. Bashing out 
a few songs on stage is quite the leg-operer, | don't have to tell you. But | had to see her knickers first, you 
understand. What with that whopping huge brassiere, | just had to know what was going on downstairs as well 


‘Probably a big furry muff," Doug suggested hopefully. 
"Don't heckle me, Dougie," Paul said with a laugh. "Crack one off in your sleeping bag, if you're feeling the urge." 


"Fuck off, mate. Get on with it." 


Dave used the interruption to undo his jeans completely. He wanted to strip down naked, his usual custom for 
sleeping, but he didn't dare risk drawing attention to himself. 


“Awright, awright, this next bit is dedicated to young Doug here," Paul said earnestly. "This bird made it so 
fucking easy, all of a sudden she announces she's got to piddle, and well, there's the lav right there, so she 
spreads her legs, pulls up her skirt, and Bob's your uncle. The biggest white cotton knickers you ever saw. I'd 
swear she was smuggling popcorn in there, mates. And then, fuck me, she let ‘em drop and gave me a full view 
of her beaver as she squatted on the throne and let it loose. She was so stewed she didn't even care | was 


watching. | saw the piss shoot out of her pussy like a horse taking a leak" 


Ah, disgusting, Dave thought, laughing out loud to disguise the fact that he was feeling suddenly so full of cum 
that he might burst. Almost involuntarily, his fingers found his hard-on and began to work under the blanket, 
sliding his foreskin up and down over his cockhead in a slow, steady rhythm. The pleasure it brought both 

soothed and inflamed him. An unseen blob of precum slimed up his fingertips. Fighting the urge to squirm, he 


opened his mouth to breathe and risked stroking a little faster while Paul continued his raunchy narrative. 


"Whilst she was squatting on the pot, | had the idea to make her slob my cock. Pushed it right in her gob and 
she ate it up like a fucking Mars bar, with her massive white panties dangling around her ankles like a dirty 
handkerchief" 


"Is this story nearly finished?" Steve asked. "I'd like to get some sleep tonight." 


The abrupt sound of Steve's voice so nearby put a temporary halt to Dave's crafty wank. He jolted, shoving 
his hand so far up his shirt that it jammed into his armpit. 


"The story's nearly finished, and," Paul surmised, "l reckon Doug's nearly finished as well." 


Laughter ensued, and although it had a slightly muted, embarrassed quality to it, Dave used the moment to 
resume the good time he'd been having under his blanket. He shivered to rediscover the wetness at the tip of 
his cock. Using his thumb, he rubbed the tiny slit there, teasing out another drop of warm slipperiness. Dave 


realized he didn't care very much anymore about Paul's adventure and cared only about coming. 
"Oh, it felt so good, mates," Paul continued. 


Feels so good, so fucking good, Dave thought, tugging on his cock with his fingers pressed into the spot that 
made him want to come so badly his heart raced with the anticipation of it. Keep talking, Paul, just a little more 


"It was a second-rate blowjob, to be honest, but she was keen as mustard to suck the cum out of my cock. It 


didn't take too long." 


A night's worth of ale, desperation, and lust had made Dave reckless. There was no stopping now. As his hips 
rocked upward, his legs tensed, sending his feet into the wall of the van with a thud. 


"Quit jiffling about, will you, Dave?" Steve requested. 


Dave barely heard him but croaked out, "Sorry, mate." Paul was also saying something, but Dave could only 


make out fragments. 
"her sloppy twat.my cock..load of spunk." 


A flip book of horny images flashed through Dave's mind in a matter of seconds. The first shaved pussy he 
paid money to eat and shag, the jiggle of Claire's perky melons as she bounced on top of him, the glistening 


nakedness of three innocent girls he'd once spied on through a grate in a gym shower. 


Feeling a contraction deep in his balls, Dave's instinct was to squeeze his swollen cock right under the head-he 
couldn't blow a load with Steve lying two feet away! But it was too late. His cock spasmed in his grasp and a 
wave of intense pleasure coursed through his body, overpowering his attempt at modesty. He brought his left 
hand up to his cock just in time to catch the first spurt of cum. Another surge gripped him and felt so good 
he had to bite his lip. Warm cum spilled past his fingers and fell onto his stomach. Wishing it would never stop, 
he kept stroking, milking his cock for every last gooey drop even after it finally began to soften 


With relief came sleepiness. Before he drifted off, Dave slyly mopped up his spunk with the hem of his shirt 
and wondered if there'd be an opportunity to do laundry before heading back to London, 


To be continued. 


Service Stop 


Author's Notes: 
Visually, the names "Dave" and "Doug" are quite similar and could be mistaken for one another at a glance, | 


just noticed, so | apologize for that. If this was original fiction, I'd change one of the names, but what can | do? 


Sometimes | think about the countless individuals that our rock idols must've crossed paths with over their 
lives, and what impressions they might've left on those individuals. And if they remember those individuals or 


not. 


By the sixth day of the tour, after playing Birmingham, the band's biggest gig yet outside of London, they had 
made enough cash to spring for a couple of hotel rooms. Doug, appealing to Steve's well-known sense of 


economy, had suggested a bug-ridden dump above a pub called The Lowry Arms. 


But Steve didn't want to know. "We don't need hotel rooms, mates. Fucking hell, it would be a complete waste of 
money. That's why we got the Green Goddess in the first place. What if the van were to break down? We'd 
need that money for repairs. We'll be back in London soon enough and you can all get back to your butlers and 


champagne parties." 
"For fucksake, l'm begging you, mate," Doug groaned. "I can't carry on 


Dave, who by now had proven himself an easygoing and worthy soldier, pitied Doug, who'd been growing more 
gloomy with each passing day. Life on the bus had become a misery for Doug, and he let everyone know it, 
grumbling daily about the shooting pain in his neck and the various illnesses he'd acquired through breathing 


stagnant air. 


"But I've got some good news on that front, anyway, so let's all cheer up," Steve announced to his bandmates 


as the van swayed and swerved through a roundabout. "After the gig tonight, we won't be sleeping in ‘ere." 
"Be pitching a tent in the woods for us?" Paul asked before taking a swig from a bottle of cheap bourbon. 


Dave chuckled at the double meaning of pitching a tent, especially the lewd meaning, and the notion of having it 
happen in the woods. 


Ignoring Paul's sarcasm, Steve elaborated "My aunt and uncle live in Sheffield, actually, and they've invited us 
to stay with ‘em tonight. They've got three or four bedrooms, | think, and a sitting room with two sofas, so it 
should be quite comfortable." 


"Thank Christ." Relief visibly came over Doug's face, the creases of torment fading from his brow. "I can have 
a hot shower lasting more than thirty seconds.” 


Content to sleep anywhere that offered a roof over his head, Dave looked at his rumpled bedding with 
indifference. Bed, sofa, floor; he could bear it. 


"And if | happen to score with a bird tonight?" Paul reasonably inquired. "Can | take her back to Auntie and 


Uncle's for a quick shag?" 


"You can have yer shag right here." Steve gestured to the chaos of sleeping bags, clothes, and empty potato 
crisp bags layering the floor. "Uncle Charlie and Auntie Gloria are respectable people." 


Dave imagined that Steve's aunt and uncle also must be very kind and progressive-minded, to allow a bunch of 
degenerate vagrants to take over their home. Visions of golden brown Yorkshire pudding and tidy, plaid duvet- 
covered beds began to float through his head. 


"Reckon we'll be just in time for dinner," Steve speculated, as if reading Dave's mind. 


eR 


In keeping with his typical carelessness, Loopy gambled with everyone's lives by taking the Green Goddess to 
eighty miles per hour without mercy down the MI motorway, jouncing his passengers around like worthless 


cargo until they reached the green hills of Sheffield at around four-thirty. 


Claire would be quite pleased to know his whereabouts, Dave thought with a self-satisfied snort. About to drop 
in on Steve's middle-aged aunt and uncle for a spot of dinner before heading to sound check-all very decent 
and righteous. Which reminded him, he really ought to give Claire a buzz soon Maybe the Harrises would let 


him use their telephone. 


With his girlfriend on his mind, Dave suddenly recalled the stack of nudie photographs he'd brought with him. 
They'd been at the bottom of his knapsack the entire trip because there hadn't been any point in bringing 
them out. In the drunken late-night hours, when he'd most yearned to look at them, it was too dark to see. 
And he couldn't very well enjoy them during the day, because his bandmates were always about, and Claire had 
sworn Dave not to let any other blokes get a glimpse. He didn't understand what the big deal would be in 
showing her off to his mates-her tight body and natural blond muffy-just to have a harmless brag. Compared 
to the mad existence they were all living out on the road, the polaroids seemed quaint. 


When the van pulled into the brick-paved drive of the Harrises' bungalow, Steve combed his fingers through 
his long brunette locks, checked his fly, and leapt out the door. Dave quickly shoveled an armful of his t-shirts 
and underpants into a paper bag, cringing at the prospect of having to ask the lady of the house if he could 
befoul her washing machine with his filthy rags. Hopefully one of his bandmates would ask to use it before he 
did. At the last second, he decided to bring the photos of Claire, too, in case he got a guest room to himself 
tonight, he'd have something interesting to peruse. Before stashing them in his bag, he glanced at the slightly 


crumpled likeness of his girlfriend's naked body and realized how much he missed seeing it in person 


Feeling shy, Dave let his bandmates go up the walkway ahead of him. Paul jabbed his finger into the doorbell 


button, triggering the customary chime that was still sounding as the door swung open. 
"Hello, Uncle Charlie, Auntie Gloria" Steve dropped his duffle bag at the door as his aunt enfolded him in a hug. 
Uncle Charlie shook Steve's hand to greet him. "Stephen, my dear boy, don't you think it's time for a haircut?" 


Steve laughed off the unoriginal remark and began to introduce everyone, his cheek bearing the imprint of his 


aunt's red lipstick smooch. 


Dave felt a nudge to his ribs. Then another, sharper one. It was Paul's elbow, signaling him to look at 


something, but what? 
Tits 


Aunt Gloria had magnificent tits. Round and full, they looked like two honeydews testing the strength of a too- 
small pullover. Impressively eye-catching for an old lady. She looked to be around forty. Steve's uncle had done 


well for himself. 


Dave's eyes darted down Aunt Gloria's body, an automatic reaction that he wasn't able to control. Before he 
could get a thorough eyeful of her trim yet womanly body, she was moving in on Paul with a welcoming hug. 


Dave felt a twinge of jealousy, that Paul should get a free sample of her spectacular jugs. 
"So, you're the singer in Stephen's rock band. Delightful to meet you, Paul.” 


Paul mumbled something about what a lovely home they had, and in gratification Aunt Gloria pressed her 


hands to her ample bosom, making the creamy flesh bulge above the v-neck of her jumper. 


Dave was admiring the view when Steve jerked, taking an exaggerated step toward him. "This ‘ere is Davey,” 
Steve said, ruffling Dave's hair and pinching his cheek as if he were a baby, or some kind of imbecile-his usual 


cornball routine. 


"Ohhh, my." Aunt Gloria sighed as she stroked her hand down Dave's leather jacket-clad arm. "Well, aren't you 
just the sweetheart of the band?" 


"Um, ah, | dunno." Dave sputtered, willing himself not to look at her tits as they approached. "Pleasure to meet 
you, Mrs. Harris." 


She closed in further and Dave felt the squash of her deliciously heavy breasts against his chest. "The 
pleasure is all mine," she murmured into his ear. Somehow her hands slid all the way down to his arse, giving 


him one brief squeeze on each cheek. 


It certainly wasn't the first time a mate's auntie or mum had gotten fresh with Dave. Nor was it the first 


time that such an experience had made his cock plump up an inch or two inside his jeans. But this was the 
aunt of Steve, the wife of the brother of Steve's father! Getting her jollies feeling up young men. Even sickly, 
downcast Doug, and ugly Loopy, were greeted with smiles and hugs. 


"Mmm, is that roast beef?" Steve asked, sniffing the air. "Smells amazing, Auntie." 


"That's right, with gravy, roasted potatoes, carrots, and mushy peas with lots of butter," Aunt Gloria replied 
proudly. 


Dave's mouth was watering already. 


"And there's sticky toffee pudding for dessert." With a deliberate turn of her head she looked straight at Dave 


and added, "| serve it warm. With sweet cream." 


Dave would've sworn Aunt Gloria had put a little suggestive emphasis on the words sticky and cream. His 
cheeks feeling warm, he checked on Mr. Charles Harris, and luckily the geezer's attention was elsewhere, on the 


careful lighting of his cigar. 


"Let me show you lads to your rooms," Aunt Gloria proposed, gesturing to the staircase to the upper floor. 


"And you can freshen up for dinner." 


As they ascended the stairs, Dave took advantage of the opportunity to unabashedly admire the natural sway 
of Aunt Gloria's fully formed bottom, and to examine it for visible panty lines. Finding none, he noticed in fact 
that the vertical seam of her faded blue jeans had wedged in, disappeared, and created a sort of groove in 
between her arse cheeks that continued even deeper, toward her pussy. Dave felt divided between an urge to 


reach in and release the wedgie, and a desire to slide his finger inside it, to test its depths. 


Without a word, Steve bounded ahead and claimed for himself a large upstairs bedroom festooned with faded 
football pennants and movie star posters, presumably the best guest room in the house and the one to which 
he was accustomed. Doug, much to his satisfaction, was given a small but handsome bedroom just next-door 


to its own washroom. 

Dave expected that by now the Harris household was running low on bedrooms and that he'd be ushered into a 
games room or some spooky library where he'd have to share a fold-out sofa bed with Paul and his 
untrimmed toenails. Far from being the Taj Mahal, it would still be more comfortable than the Green Goddess, 


he reminded himself. 


"Paul, dear," Aunt Gloria said, coming to a halt, "I'm afraid | underestimated how many mates Steve had. Would 


you mind taking a sofa downstairs? Or perhaps you could sleep with Steve? His room has a queen bed." 
"Yeah. Steve and | are well used to sharing a room, actually," Paul said, seizing on the suggestion 


Steve's exasperated sigh was audible from the next room. Apparently he had overheard. "Awright, Paul, looks 


like we're sharing a bed then! Get yer arse in here." 


As Paul trotted off to join Steve in his palatial room, Dave prepared himself to be led back downstairs. If all 
the bedrooms in the house were already accounted for, that meant for sure he'd be stuck by himself with 
the sofa. Or worse. Sleeping somewhere ghastly-with Loopy. 


"I'll take the sofa, Mrs. Harris," he offered. "| don't mind" 


‘Oh, no, no, no." With only these words Aunt Gloria led Dave a few feet away inside an opened door he hadn't 


noticed before. "You can sleep right here." 


At first Dave flinched, thinking for a second it was the master bedroom, and that Mrs. Harris was either 

barmy or having a laugh. But then he saw the cartoon spaceship wallpaper and bookshelves laden with toy 
robots and plushy teddy bears. The Star Wars-themed bed was small but dominated the room, a standard 
single that occupied nearly half the floor space. He couldn't help but smile. Not only because of the childlike 


decorations but because it was one of the nicest, most done up bedrooms he'd ever been in. 

"This is my Martin's room. He's away at boarding school." 

An abrupt visual came to Dave's mind of Steve's aunt pushing a red, slime-faced little baby out of her 
ravaged twat. A baby that had grown out of the spunk that Steve's uncle had one day spewed inside her. Dave 
imagined an expression of exquisite agony on her face and felt a pleasurable twinge in his balls. She had quite 
an attractive face, he realized, with strong eyebrows above large, almond-shaped brown eyes, and a wide, 
almost American-looking mouth. Being alone with someone so womanly in such a small room was making him 
feel both uneasy and horny. 

"IFs also right next door to my bedroom," she added. 

"My" bedroom? Dave thought. Did she not sleep with Mr. Harris? 


As if reading Dave's thoughts, Aunt Gloria eased closer to caress his arm once again. "In case you need 


anything during the night. Anything at all." 
Dave swallowed, his cheeks burning. "Oh. Well, we'll probably get in quite late after the gig.’ 


"That's alright," she replied, her voice low and sultry. "I could just pop in to check on you, and make sure 


you're all snuggled down for the night" 
Wild, debauched scenarios ignited in Dave's mind at this outrageous suggestion. He had something she could 
“check on," alright, he thought and held back a chuckle. Was Mrs. Harris was planning to make overnight 


advances on Paul and Doug, as well, or even Steve, he wondered, his imagination swirling with impure thoughts. 


‘Only if it's no trouble," Dave replied, attempting to be courteous, at least. 


Aunt Gloria reached for the paper bag still in Dave's grip. "What charming luggage you lads have nowadays," 
she said, leaning over to take a peek at its contents and giving Dave an intimate view of her cleavage. He 


stared shamelessly, imagining that one big, fleshy tit might pop out from the low neckline of her jumper. 


‘Oh, this is just dirty clothes." Dave couldn't think of any other way to put it. "Steve mentioned we might do a 
wash." Steve hadn't actually said any such thing, but it didn't matter. 


‘Of course, honey." Aunt Gloria accepted the bag into her arms and took a deep inhale through her nose. "tll 
take care of it" She smiled knowingly at Dave, as if she had some secret information on him. 


"Er, thanks," Dave mumbled, hoping like hell she wouldn't inspect his crusty socks and underpants too closely. 
"Diner's in ten minutes," she announced and gave Dave a bewitching smile before leaving him. 


As soon as the door clicked shut, Dave flopped down on the neatly made bed, enjoying the way it bounced and 
rocked under his weight. With his head cradled in a pillow, he made himself comfortable, palming his balls 
through his jeans, rubbing them, massaging them. "Uhhh," he let himself moan, alone for the first time in days. 


Dave shut his eyes against the room's garish colors and undid his zipper, unable to ignore the lure of his 
stiffening cock. The bed was so small that his leg went over the edge, his foot coming down to push against 
the floor as he writhed from pleasure. He thought about Aunt Gloria's arse and tits, about bending her over 
the washing machine. With a quick yank he pulled up his t-shirt to expose his stomach, in preparation for the 
mess from the orgasm he could already feel approaching. 


It wasn't that he wanted to, it wasn't that he was some sort of pervert who enjoyed cracking one off in a 
strange little boy's bed. No, it had been nearly a whole day since he'd last come. He just had to get the poison 


out. 


To be continued. 


Eat Up, Lads 


Author's Notes: 
I'm playing a bit fast and loose with the real-life details of Iron Maiden's path to success, forgive me. 


There was no Yorkshire pudding served at the Harrises' Sunday roast that evening, but there was everything 
else, in abundance. It might've been Dave's imagination, but it seemed to him that the crispiest potatoes, 
greenest green beans, and juiciest morsels of beef were all being lavished solely upon him. Aunt Gloria doted on 


Dave all evening, spooning meat and veg onto his plate and patting his knee under the table. 


After a week of living on cheap ale and chips, Dave could practically feel the nourishment of a proper meal 
transferring from his stomach into his bloodstream. He took a fortifying mouthful of mushy peas and 
munched with gusto while Aunt Gloria gave his left thigh an encouraging squeeze. 


Flattering as it was to receive such attention, Dave had to admit, she obviously took pleasure in distributing 
her delicious, wholesome feast to all the guys and watching them enjoy it. Each time she rose from her chair 
to dish out more food, Dave risked a quick glance at her enticing arse. "Eat up, lads," she implored. “Please. Eat 
up, eat up!" Her voice was high-pitched and eager, almost wild. It made Dave wonder how she'd look nude and 


squirming, begging him to eat her. 


She'd changed into a dress for dinner, a simple navy blue number that accentuated her waist and hips. The 
best word Dave could think of to describe Mrs. Harris's figure was womanly. And maybe sturdy. A torrid 
image from his recent fantasy sprang back into his mind-giving it to her from behind, watching her take his 


cock, while reaching under her to squeeze those big glorious tits as they jiggled and swung unrestrained- 


Feeling his pulse start to thump, Dave swallowed a mouthful of roast beef and concentrated on twirling the 
stem of his glass between his fingers. 


Let's not overeat, mates," Steve warned amiably. "We've still got to fit into our stage trousers." 


Dave smiled, but hoped Steve wasn't suggesting that they forego the sticky toffee pudding Aunt Gloria had 


promised earlier. 


‘I've got some good news, everyone," Steve went on, his hands set on the edge of the table. "At least, | think 


it's good. Promising news, let's call it." 


Steve was full of good news today, Dave thought, and wondered what it could be. He could tell from Steve's 
clipped tone that it had something to do with the band. A new string of bookings in London, maybe, at better, 


bigger venues. 


“There's a bloke coming up from London to hear us play tonight. He's a manager, a real businesslike chap. He 
serious about it. His name is Rod Smallwood" 


Paul snickered. "Rod? Small-wood? Sounds like a wimp." 
"Got that right, lad," Uncle Charles snorted. 


Dave couldn't help but chuckle at the notion of a bloke named Rod with a tiny erection, but a shiver of 
excitement raced up his spine at the notion of the band getting management, and at what role he might play in 


such a victory. 
"Yeah, sounds like a made-up name," Doug agreed, appearing to be slightly revived by a home-cooked meal. 


"Thankless wankers,” Steve protested under his breath. "Pardon my language, Uncle Charlie, Auntie Gloria 
Anyway, this Smallwood could really open some doors. He got wind of us around London and he's quite 


interested in hearing more, so we'll give him everything we've got tonight, awright?" 


"Cheers, mate," Dave saluted, a grin spreading on his face that would last all night. This could really be 
something, he thought, and felt a strong urge to be at one with his guitar again, as soon as possible. 


Let's drink a toast," Aunt Gloria suggested, hoisting her wine glass. "To Stephen and his band, may they be 
fearless in their performance tonight, may they fulfill their potential, impress Mr. Small Wood from London, 
and henceforth enjoy a fruitful collaboration” 


"Hear, hear," Uncle Charles said formally. 


In his heart, Dave drank to Steve. If Smallwood wouldn't be the one to advance their career, somebody else 
would, because Steve would see to it. Steve was a winner and always would be. Dave felt lucky to have aligned 
himself with such a person Moved by the moment, Dave reached across the table to give his host's glass an 


enthusiastic clink. 


Taking a sip himself, Dave wondered if Mr. Harris had any idea about the whereabouts of his wife's right hand. 
It was all quite casual, really, Dave contemplated, she was just being affectionate, patting and stroking his leg, in 
a motherly kind of way. A certain shameful effect had developed under his dinner napkin, however. He couldn't 
help it, her warm hand resting on his inner thigh felt irresistibly erotic. Dave shifted his hips, trying to ease 
the pressure his jeans were putting on his cock, and, he had to admit, to subtly invite Aunt Gloria to touch 
him some more. If only she'd explore a little further, up higher, to massage his balls, and over to the right, to 
his other thigh, to feel his stiff cock bulging down his pant leg, to stroke its entire length, to rub it with her 
thumb, oh yes, Mrs Harris, please rub it- 


Dave braced himself with another gulp of wine. 


He was going commando in his only pair of jeans, and he didn't want to spunk up in them, anyway. It was bad 


enough that a dribble of precum had already oozed out and made a wet spot. All his underpants were 
currently tumbling around in a fancy contraption called a clothes dryer. Blinking and sighing his way back to 
clarity, he turned his thoughts to the show tonight and the band's destiny, getting a manager, a recording 


contract, groupies, fast cars. Buying a clothes dryer for his own mum. 

Dave usually preferred to be comfortable before going on stage, well fed but not stuffed, lightly buzzed, his 
balls as empty as he could get them. But like an athlete abstaining before a big game, he saw the virtue in 
making a sacrifice for the good of the group. Maybe being horny would boost his performance later, Dave 
speculated. 


He could have willpower too, just like Steve. He decided he wouldn't indulge in the toffee pudding. 


To be continued. 


Play Their Hearts Out 


Author's Notes: 
Based on true events. 


Dave and Doug were about to enjoy a calming pre-gig smoke in the Green Goddess when the rear doors flung 
open. A cold gust of night air rushed in, followed by Steve leaping up into the van. The dim light couldn't 
conceal his wide-eyed, desperate expression. Dave figured he must be as nervous as they were. Maybe more. 
After all, Steve was the bandleader, and he was under pressure tonight. 

"Shut the door, will you, Steve?" Doug asked, cupping his hand around his lighter. "There's a draft-" 

"Paul's been busted," Steve interrupted. 


"Busted?" Dave asked, snickering. Had Paul's girlfriend Kate staged an out-of-town ambush and caught him with 
his pants down again? 


"By the cops." Steve stood rigidly with his fists planted on top of his head, making him look like he was ready to 


pull out some hair. 


Dave, no longer amused, stubbed out his barely smoked cigarette against the wall, the dread of an impending 


catastrophe turning his fingers to ice. 
Doug scrambled to his feet as if he were about to give chase. "What'd he do, that fucker?" 


"| don't know, he was messing about, pulled a pocketknife on some shit-face and got pinched, that's all Loopy 
told me." 


"Fuck me." Dave felt an unfamiliar sensation constricting his chest. Helplessness? No, not quite. It was anger. He 
appreciated Paul's devil-may-care spontaneity, mostly. It made him a fun companion. Every group needed a 


clown to make everyone laugh. But he'd gone too far tonight. 


"Fucksake! What are we gonna do, Steve?" Doug pleaded, asking the question Dave was too dumbfounded to 


Voice. 
Dave feared the inevitable answer. They might as well pack up their gear and fuck off. 
"Bugger if | know," Steve said bluntly. 


Dave didn't like seeing Steve like this. It gave his insides a bad turn. Sure, he'd seen Steve uptight before. But 


never panicked. 

"Could we maybe can get him back in time?" Dave asked feebly. 

Loopy set off for the police station, not sure why, since we can't afford bail money anyhow." 

"Fucksake," Doug repeated. "Well tonightll be a big bag of wank, won't it" 

"We go on in less than a fuckin’ hour," Steve said under his breath. "Bloody hell, I've gotta tell Smallwood." 


eR 


Rumples Nightclub held a maximum of two hundred and fifty persons, but its narrow interior made it look 
overcrowded somehow, like it had exceeded its capacity. From Dave's vantage point at the bar there seemed to 
be ten thousand in attendance, a packed-in mob of surly metal heads expecting to see Iron Maiden, the up- 


and-coming four-piece band from London. Unfortunately, at the moment they were down to a three-piece. 


What sorry impression would they make on Mr. Small Wood, without their singer? They did have one 
instrumental number, "Transylvania," which could be drawn out with some improvisation, but that would kill ten, 
fifteen minutes, tops. Paul was a right bastard, but he was also an ace frontman. The more he thought about 
it, Dave was beginning to envy Paul, that bloody degenerate, penned up in a holding cell-but far away from this 
bad dream. 


Dave and Doug had just been introduced to Smallwood, in a pantomime of hardy hand shakes and nodding, 
leaning in to be heard, pleasantries shouted over the din of the opening band. Smallwood was tall, strapping and 
enthusiastic, in a red-haired, West Yorkshire kind of way. To Dave, he looked more like a bloke who'd be out 
cheering the local footie team, not scouting a heavy metal band in a noisy club. And barely older than any of 
the guys in the band. But there was something reassuring about him, a straightforward strength that put 


Dave at ease as he observed him. 

Steve and Smallwood were yelling to each other, barking short sentences into each other's ears. Steve waved 
his hands in an apologetic gesture. Smallwood tipped his head back in a crude guffaw. Was the man not 
disgusted by lron Maiden's lack of preparedness? Standing aside, Dave sipped his free beer and tried to make 
out their voices through the clatter of an amateurish drum solo. 

"Can you sing!” Smallwood asked. 

Steve looked incredulous. "What? 


"Can you sing, mate?! 


"No! Steve shook his head with such precision that he looked like someone demonstrating to an idiot how 


humans show dissent. 


Dave felt of burst of fright when Smallwood suddenly pointed his finger right at him. 

"Can he sing?! 

Dave widened his eyes and tried to signal to Steve that under no circumstances would he, the guitarist, be 
taking the mic tonight. Dave didn't even like singing in the shower, much less winging it in front of a crowd 
while simultaneously playing lead guitar. Despite himself, he felt vaguely insulted when Steve laughed, an open- 
mouthed hoot lost in the clamor. Doug nudged him from behind, in sympathy or derision, he wasn't sure. 


"Fuck no, mate!" Steve replied, still smiling. 


There was brief interlude of contemplative beer sipping before Smallwood clasped Steve's shoulder and barked 


something into his ear. Steve shrugged, said something in response. Dave couldn't make it out. 
"So you'll give it a go? Smallwood shouted, more of a statement than a question 


Steve winced, gulped down the remainder of his beer, and adjusted the gold signet ring on his right hand. Dave 
thought he was stalling. Possibly plotting Paul's termination. 


It was hopeless. 


"Awrnight" Steve's voice was lost in the commotion, but Dave read his lips, and saw the look of acquiescence on 
his face. 


Dave's heart leapt, in both amazement and admiration. Had Steve just agreed to sing tonight? Steve did know all 
the lyrics. He'd written them, after all. But he wasn't much of a singer. 


Before anyone had time to lose their nerve, Smallwood waved the bartender over and ordered each of them a 


shot of Irish Whiskey. Steve allowed it. 


eR 


Led Zeppelin's "Kashmir" was playing over the PA when Dave, Steve, and Doug were bracing themselves to take 
the stage. Jimmy Page's legendary riff faded out unnaturally mid-song as the house lights dimmed. A chorus 
of howls and yeahhhs rose from the audience along with a pungent cloud of smoke; a blend of cigarette and 


marijuana. 


Dave couldn't help but regard Paul's mic stand, rising straight and still from the middle of the darkened stage. 
At its feet, a cross of silver gaffer's tape marked center stage-Steve's position tonight. 


"You tear right into ‘Prowler’ like always, Davey,” Steve said in a hushed voice. "Suppose l'll say something 


about Paul after the first number. Can't just pretend the fucker doesn't exist." 


Dave nodded and slipped his guitar strap over his head. Moved by a sudden sense of fellowship and loyalty to 
Steve, he made an offer that went against his instincts. "Wanna scoot your mic stand to my side? | can take 


the backup vocals tonight." Certainly Dave could manage a few lousy vocal harmonies. 
"Top bloke." Steve gave Dave an appreciative squeeze on the shoulder of his white leather waistcoat. "Thanks." 


Steve drew a sharp intake of breath as if he were about to dive into the deep end of a pool. And then he led 
his bandmates onto the stage like he always did, his long hair flowing like that of an invading Viking. 


As instructed, Dave attacked the opening song, his guitar intro simple yet assertive. His Marshall half stack 
came alive with heavy metal voltage, creating a brief screech of feedback that sounded miraculously 
intentional. Without Paul beside him to stoke the intensity and thrill the audience, Dave felt himself 
compensating. He tossed his hair with a little extra vigor, widened his stance. He ripped into his first solo, 
closed his eyes, felt the spirit of Jimi Hendrix. Once he worked up enough nerve to glance into the crowd, he 


saw expressions of both confusion and exhilaration there. Not so different than usual. 
Meanwhile he forgot all about his offer to handle backup vocals. 


Steve labored gallantly through "Prowler," jutting his head in his usual custom, but without being able to stray 
from the microphone. On the first verse his voice sounded flat, strained. But there was a fierceness in his 
movements and in the way he stood. He looked like a professional. He shot Dave a look during Doug's drum 
outro. "Running Free" was up next. Back-up vocals on every fucking chorus. Which comprised about eighty 
percent of the song. 


"You'll notice that we're short one bloke tonight," Steve addressed the crowd with a nervous snort. "Our singer 
Paul was, um, pinched shortly before showtime tonight. Nothing serious but it was a bit of a chuffer. So, 
apologies for the short notice, but we hope you enjoy the set anyway.” He fiddled with his mic stand's truss 
knob under the blaze of a merciless spotlight. A few unhappy customers let loose an unrestrained Booooo 
before Steve had a chance to continue. "We'll endeavor to carry on here. With that, uh, this next one's 


dedicated to our mate Paul, who hopefully soon will be ‘Running Free’ again, the wanker." 


In the beat that followed, some shit-head yelled "Fuck off" and was rewarded with a smattering of laughs. Dave 
frantically ran through his lines in his head and pulled the second mic stand to his side of the small stage, the 
muscles in his forearm starting to twitch from nervousness. /m running free, yeah, oh, Im running free. Was the 


microphone even on? Someone in the audience whistled. It sounded like a shrill statement of discontent. 


After an interval that was perhaps a few seconds longer than it should've been, Steve's ever-fast fingers 
clanged out the distinct opening bass notes of "Running Free" along to Doug's bouncing drum intro, and 


everything was nearly right again. 


Steve was master of his instrument, and he had the stage presence of a rockstar, but he wasn't Paul. The 


band's performance had none of Paul's playful yelps and spontaneous vocal embellishments. And despite his 


best efforts, Dave found he simply couldn't produce any sound from his throat. He moved his mouth but 
nothing seemed to come out. It was probably for the best. 


The eponymous "Iron Maiden" closed the band's set that night, a punky ripper that missed Paul's snarl and 
attitude. Doug, no doubt keen to be finished for the night, rushed the beat despite Steve's efforts to slow him 
down. Dave had no choice but to follow the rhythm section, his fingers flying over his fretboard. Still, he 
thought the song sounded fucking great, even at twice its normal speed. 


From the shadows, all the way in the back of the club-unseen by Dave, Steve, or Doug-Smallwood's ruddy 


face grinned. 


On the Up and Up 


Author's Notes: 
Is Dave dominant or submissive? I'm not sure, but | enjoy speculating, because l'm SICK, haha. 


"Youre gonna be rich!" 


The auspicious words were still ringing like a mantra in Dave's head an hour after Smallwood had spoken them. 
"That was bloody fantastic!" He'd said that, as well, Dave smiled with pride to recall. It was a pronouncement 
none of them expected. The gig had been a shambles, a total fuck-up. But by some crazy means, they'd won 
the support of a real manager and made a handshake deal over drinks, a "gentleman's agreement," as Smallwood 
called it. He already had the ball rolling on a plan for them to meet with some EMI record executive blokes in 


London next week. 


The emotion of the evening had nearly killed Doug; waxy faced and haggard, he looked worse than the ominous 
fright mask named "Eddie" that hung above his drum kit during gigs. Like the rest of his band members, Doug 
wanted success, to be at the top; but he wasn't cut out for the climb. 


Not quite in fitting with their sudden status as up-and-coming rock stars, the band headed back to the 
suburban solitude of Steve's uncle and aunts house after the gig. Paul had been turned loose by then, his 
hair-raising tales of doing a stretch in the clink eclipsed by the band's triumph with Smallwood. He satisfied 
himself by raiding the household liquor cabinet, drunkenly belting out Queen's "We Are the Champions," and 
telling Steve how things would've been more thoroughly sorted had a real singer such as himself had been 
there. Dave could still hear Paul's singing through the wall, "..and bad mistakes, Ive made a few." and then 
insisting that Queen was bollocks. And finally Steve, telling him to pipe the fuck down, 


Dave felt electrified, like a shark ready to strike, but at three o'clock in the morning he found himself in the 
demure upstairs bathroom of Mr. and Mrs. Charles Harris, reeking of sweat and in search of a tube of 
toothpaste. Still reveling in his newfound prestige, Dave indulged his ego a little in front of the mirror, gripping 
his toothbrush like an imaginary guitar and striking a magazine cover-worthy pose. Looking alright, he thought 
as he practiced a few rude facial expressions. Dave had a baby face, complete with wide-set blue eyes and an 
upturned nose, which made it hard for him to look tough. But his looks had kept him up to his neck in 
girlfriends since the fifth grade, so he could live with it. 


Girlfriends. Claire. Dave couldn't wait to call her and give her the tremendous news. Three in the morning was 


too late to phone, but he'd do it tomorrow, he decided 


Sheepishly, he nudged the medicine cabinet open, using only his pinky finger, as if that somehow lessened the 
intrusion Crammed inside were the usual items; bandages, headache pills, various mysterious balms and 


smellies, and, of course, toothpaste. Clustered in a glass goblet were a handful of pink plastic-encased 


cylindrical objects. Dave recognized them as tampons. Before squeezing a blob of Colgate onto his toothbrush, 
he couldn't resist pinching one of the tampons. What are they made out of?, he wondered. He couldn't figure 


how women shove them up their twats and walk around all day as if everything were normal. 


As Dave brushed his teeth, he continued to peruse the contents of the medicine cabinet. There was a 
prescription bottle with Charles Harris's name on it. Whats the matter with the old geezer? Dave thought, 
chuckling to himself. A curvy bottle with purple lettering was tucked away in the corner of the upper shelf, 
behind a tub of Vicks Vapo-Rub. Reluctant to trespass further, Dave hesitated to touch the bottle, but he 


couldn't quite make out the label and felt a strong compulsion to see it. 
"Astro..glide," Dave mumbled as he slowly turned the bottle around 
He'd heard of this stuff before. He read the provocative description: Personal lubricant and vaginal moisturizer. 


The sensation that had started as the merest prickle down Dave's spine at the discovery of the tampons 
suddenly intensified with a pang of lust so strong it was almost like a spasm. 


Dave scrutinized each word of the directions while toothpaste foam ran down his chin. To enhance pleasure, 


apply liberally to the genital area 

He moaned a little at the explicit scene this brought to mind. A naked lady pouring a stream of this potion onto 
her bare pussy, getting it ready to take a big dick. Mrs. Harris She had used it. More than once. The bottle was 
two-thirds empty. 

Blimey. 

Suddenly feeling unbearably horny, Dave hurried the final steps of his toothbrushing, leaning down to spit and 
rinse his mouth from the tap. Desperate for a quick cum, he shoved his hand against the hard bulge of his 
cock- 

"Davey!" Steve's shouted whisper was right outside the door. "Hurry up, will you, mate? Wanna have a shower." 


"Just having a quick shower myself, mate. Five minutes." 


Steve's interruption had startled Dave into stripping off his jeans and pulling back the shower curtain, rattling 


its metal rings across the curtain rod for effect. 
"Alright, five minutes," Steve relented. 


Dave was startled again, this time by something lurking in the bathtub. A wooden hanger was dangling from 
the shower head, and pegged to it were three scraps of fabric, one red, one yellow, one white. On closer 
inspection, he saw that they were knickers. Not wanting to provoke further interrogation from Steve, Dave 


turned the water on full blast, but before stepping into the shower he removed the hanger and laid it gently 


on the toilet lid. He didn't want his showering to soak Mrs. Harris's dointy underthings. They were thong-style 


panties, he noted with interest. 


How often did a trio of beautiful, sexy knickers come into Dave's possession so unexpectedly? It felt almost 
predetermined that he touch them, his fingers already running over their lacy edges, curled from frequent 
washings. The white pair captivated him the most. An innocent, everyday pair that Mr. Harris probably pulled 
on without realizing how sexy she looked in them. Warm steam started to billow from behind the shower 
curtain as Dave unclipped the white panties from the hanger and held them up to his face. He sniffed the 
cotton panel in the crotch even though he knew they were clean There was a faint scent of detergent, but 


Dave imagined he could also detect a tangy, feminine musk beneath it. 


A cascade of dirty thoughts ran through his mind and he remembered the lube. Without hesitating, he 
reached for the bottle he'd foolishly left on the edge of the sink and undid the cap. The first drop was cool 
between his fingers, but quickly became warm. It was deliciously slick, like a girl's pussy after he'd gotten her 
hot and ready. He tipped the opened bottle toward the crotch of the panties, onto the spot where Dave knew 
Mrs. Harris's snatch had been, and a gush of lube spilled out onto the white cotton, saturating it. Wanting to 
know how the soaked panties would feel on cock, he rubbed them along the underside of his shaft. It felt like 
liquid silk His heart was pounding from the need to come. Hurry, hurry, he thought wildly. But he knew it 
wouldn't take long. Transfixed, Dave dabbed more lube on his fingers, realizing it also looked a lot like the clear 
slime that leaked out of his own cock when he got really horny. Sure enough, there was a little drop oozing 
there now. He smeared it with his thumb, mixing it with the Astroglide slick from his fingers and giving himself 
a few firm, squishy strokes. Oh, god It was so good his knees went weak under him and he had to sit down on 


the toilet, on top of the other panties. 


The slipperiness of his cock made him grip it tighter, pump it faster, pushing it up through his wet fist. It felt 
so sexy, so juicy. Ten seconds was all it took. Oh fuck, here it comes. Stifling a moan, Dave tensed, his hips 
lurching as pleasure surged through him. A jet of hot cum hit him in the chest, and the rest seemed to go 
everywhere, mixing with the lube and turning into a frothy mess as he continued to stroke himself. With no 


time to bask or get sleepy, Dave hurried into the shower and washed his handful of spunk down the drain. 


xe 

Dave turned onto his side, and then onto his back, pulling an embroidered Darth Vader-adorned comforter up 
to his chest and then pushing it down again. His bed for the night was comfortable, but sleep eluded him. It 
was ironic, considering he'd been sleeping adequately on a wooden plank for nearly a week. He supposed he 
missed the camaraderie of being with his mates. 


And they were going to be nich Rod Small Wood had said it himself. Who could sleep after such news? 


Something else was keeping him awake, too. The eerie sensation of being spied on. Silent silhouettes of stuffed 


animals loomed in the darkness. Goosebumps rose on Dave's arms and he reached for the bedside lamp. 


"Shh," hissed someone from inside the room, which Dave thought was strange considering he hadn't said 


anything, "It's just me." 

It was Mrs. Harris! 

Dave flicked on the light anyway. Aunt Gloria stood inside the doorway wearing a short white house coat tied 
at the waist, her dark hair loose around her shoulders. Her finger still to her lips, she turned and pushed the 
door closed 

"Mrs. Harris," Dave stammered, sitting up. "ls everything alright?" 

"Oh yes, everything's fine. | just wanted to make sure you were sorted, and that you were all comfy-cozy." 
She had offered earlier to check in on him, after all, Dave remembered. 

"Yes, thank you." Dave felt somehow at a disadvantage, shy, a little dazed. As if a plan had been set in motion, 
of which he wasn't yet aware. Mrs. Harris was dressed quite immodestly, her legs entirely bare, her big tits 
hanging loose under her thin dressing gown. The urge to ogle her body was irresistible. 

"Stephen told me the smashing news about the chap with the funny name. | heard you lads celebrating and 
making a row up and down the stairs, so | popped into Stephen's room to see what it was about. Oh, I'm just so 
pleased for you lads, it's absolutely brilliant!" 

"Thanks, Mrs. Harris, yeah, we're very pleased about it, too.” 


"You're going to be famous." Aunt Gloria clutched her neck in wonderment. 


Dave felt excited. Barely signed to a manager, not even with a record deal yet, and already here was a woman 


sneaking into his bedroom. 


"Crowded in here, isn't it?" Aunt Gloria flipped a toy spaceship out of the way with her foot, causing her tits 
to wobble enticingly. 


"Yeah," Dave chuckled. It was getting crowded in bed, as well, his swelling cock threatening to upset the covers. 
| washed your clothes. They're downstairs, all dried and folded” 

"Cheers, Mrs. Harris. You didn't have to do that," Dave said, his heart starting to pound. The mention of 
laundry made him recall his escapade with Mrs. Harris's white panties. He'd rinsed them off and replaced them 


on the hanger, but maybe she'd noticed they were wet. 


| found something inside the bag," Aunt Gloria explained with slight giggle. She was standing so close now that 
Dave could've touched her. "Some photographs of a very pretty girl. Your girlfriend?" 


Dave blushed. At least it wasn't about the white panties, but he'd forgotten all about those nude photos he'd 
stashed in his dirty clothes. "Oh, yeah, that's my girlfriend, Claire. Sorry-" 


Aunt Gloria lowered herself onto the edge of the small bed. Unavoidably, Dave scooted toward the wall to make 
room for her. She looked very beautiful, and natural, her eyes and lips bare of the makeup she'd been wearing 


earlier. She smelled good too, musky and clean, like some expensive fragrance. 


"You're so young to have a girlfriend.” Aunt Gloria smiled and patted Dave's hand. "It's a big commitment to 


have a girlfriend, and at such a young age, when there are so many other interests to pursue." 


Mrs. Harris certainly was progressive, Dave speculated. "Yeah, | suppose so." Dave had never considered that 


having a girlfriend would prevent him from pursuing his other interests. 


"You should be out playing the field," she continued. "If | were younger, and we met after one of your concerts, 


| know | wouldn't be able to resist.” 


Hearing such unconventional sex advice from a sensuous, mature woman was too much for Dave. He 
whimpered helplessly. She must've sensed that he was weak because suddenly her hand was on his chest, her 
thumb brushing back and forth across his modest patch of chest hair. Dave realized how much he had missed 
female tenderness. But it was making him so horny, all he could think about was his cock, fucking, getting off. 


| remember what the lads were like at your age," Aunt Gloria said wistfully, as if reading his thoughts. "They 
all had one thing on their minds." 


Dave chuckled nervously. He noticed the wide neckline of her gown had slipped down to expose her bare 


shoulder. 
"Can | see it?" Aunt Gloria asked. "I'd like to see it. Nothing so wrong with that, is there?" 
"See what?" Dave croaked. The conversation was going in an extraordinary direction. 


"Your cock." Her pointy fingernails raked a path down Dave's chest and stopped at the edge of his blanket. "I'd 


bet it's a real nice one." 


Dave had shown off his cock to lots of girls, but never to an older, experienced woman. He knew it would be 
wrong to let Mrs. Harris examine him; loathsome, a worse offense even than what Paul had done earlier. Steve 
would be livid if he ever found out, never mind how Mr. Harris would feel about it. But when Dave was in this 
condition, he became singleminded, woozy. Anticipation fluttered in his belly. Instinctively, he gave his balls a 
gentle tug. 


"Alright," Dave said, and began to lift the edge of the blanket. His eyes darted between Aunt Gloria's 


enraptured face and the spot between his legs where he was about to reveal himself. 


The moment when the blanket rose high enough to clear his hard-on, Dave felt the air caress him under the 


erotic charge of Aunt Gloria's gaze. 

"Oh, honey, look at it," she gasped. "Such a beautiful, healthy, young cock. So lovely and hard." 

Her unflinching stare was fixed between his legs. A phantom sensation like the softest touch of feathers 
traveled from the base of his cock up to the tip and then down again, tickling him. Dave felt his balls draw up. 
He moaned, squirmed, waiting to be touched. 


"Can | see your tits?" he blurted out, emboldened by sheer horniness. 


Aunt Gloria nodded, putting her finger to her lips to shush him again. "I noticed you looking at them earlier, in 


the living room, in here, and at dinner. It made my nipples hard." 

Dave felt like he might come any second. Blinking in awe at the scene unfolding before him, he watched Mrs. 
Harris shrug off her dressing gown and begin to unfasten the ties on her nightie. She looked like a voluptuous 
pinup girl, a sultry seductress. Suddenly her naked breasts came tumbling out of her nightie like two puppies. 
They were enormous, the biggest he'd ever seen in person, with hardly a hint of droopiness. Every slight 
movement of her body sent a tantalizing jiggle through the creamy flesh. Her brownish-pink nipples were 
comparatively small, pointing upward. 


"Fuck, they're amazing, Mrs. Harris," Dave said. 


"Would you like to touch them?" Aunt Gloria was already lifting her right breast, offering it to him. "Suck on 
them?" 


Dave nodded and leaned down without delay. Reaching, grabbing, he felt his hand enveloped by weighty softness, 
lost under a single tit. He opened his mouth like a hungry baby and quickly found a nipple. 


"Ahhh. That's it, honey. Suck on it, suck on it. Oh, yes. Harder." 

Her fingers twisted in his hair, pulling him closer. Squashing his face deep into her supple breast, listening to 
her moans and squeaks, Dave felt nearly demented. He could barely breathe. But he wanted to suck Mrs. 
Harris's titty better than anyone had ever sucked it before. 


"Ohhh, that's so good, honey," she sighed. 


Just like that, Dave felt Mr. Harris's hand encircle his aching cock. Her fingers swirled around his shaft, playing 


with him. He faltered for a moment, his mouth separating from her nipple with a wet smack. 
‘Its very clever, isn't it?" She stroked him with a light touch. "The way they work?" 


"What?" Dave clenched his muscles, struggling not to come. He could barely understand her words. 


"Cocks. How they get so hard and excited, before going in a woman's fanny. Quite an ingenious delivery system." 
"Uhhh, fuck" Hearing such frank dirty talk from Mrs. Harris was making Dave's balls churn. 


As if knowing just what he liked, Mrs. Harris wanked him gently but firmly, pulling his foreskin up and down 
over his sensitive cockhead, up and down, up and down. He tried to focus on something in the room, the 
spaceships, the friendly face of C3PO, but it was useless against the mounting urge to come. A wave of 
pleasure rose from Dave's belly, spread down his legs, made his toes curl. He wanted to fuck, but it felt so 
good, he couldn't stop it. His insides tightened up and a stream of spunk spewed out into his lap. 


"Unngghhh," he groaned. 
"Oh, honey," Aunt Gloria cooed. 


"Fuck. I'm sorry.” Dave felt embarrassed, out of breath, stammering, like an inexperienced kid after his first 


time. 
"Don't be sorry, honey. It's alright. You were just excited.” 


What now? Dave wondered. Would Mrs. Harris go away and leave him to ponder his pathetic performance? 


Breakfast would be a humiliating affair- 
"But | wanted to do more," he offered lamely. 
"Mmm, so did |," Aunt Gloria said, sliding her hand between her parted thighs. 


Watching the slow flexing of her fingers as she caressed herself through the loose fabric of her nightie, Dave 
realized that he was still hard. She looked like such a sexy tart with her big tits out, diddling herself. He 
could've pushed her back on the bed, yanked off her panties, and thrust right into her. Not wanting to risk any 
dwindling of his stiffy, he moved to fondle her breast again. This time, he lifted the fallen nightie up over her 
head, and she raised her arms to permit him, giving him a brief erotic glimpse of the faint shadow of stubble 


in her armpit. 


Mrs. Harris wasn't wearing any knickers. Seeing her entirely nude was like a thunderbolt of heat to Dave's 
body. She leaned back and let him look, leading his eyes with her own downward gaze. Her pussy was adorned 
with dense triangle of dark hair, the pink lips peeking out below. 


Dave pawed at her thighs, trying to spread them apart. Like an animal inspecting his catch, he sniffed her, 
licked her. He felt a heart-thumping impulse to eat her cunt. Her pussy was soft and wet, and tasted like 
butterscotch, but salty, tangy. Dave's tongue delved into her velvety muff until he found her clit. 


"Oh yeah, honey, eat it," Aunt Gloria whispered. 


Dave wanted to make her come as fast as she'd made him come a few moments ago. With a few hard licks, he 
did. Her thighs squeezed his head like a vice and he felt her body tense. Dave kept licking while she squealed 
softly. 


Even with Mrs. Harris's pussy inches from his face, her muscles twitching from the orgasm he'd just given 
her, Dave still sensed that she was in control. What next? Whatever she wanted to do.. 


"Fancy a shag?" she suggested. 

"Oh, yeah, please," Dave agreed. It seemed like the natural next move. 

"But let's try to keep quiet” 

Dave imagined that she actually relished the idea of men overhearing her, despite her warning. He crawled on 
top of her and plunged his cock inside, without using his hand. Considering her age, Dave thought her pussy 
might be a little sloppy, but it was tight, as hot as any young piece he'd ever had. His ego swelled to notice 
that she certainly didn't require any Astroglide at the moment. It felt so good to fuck again, to feel that 
exquisite all-over squeezing on his cock, the incomparable friction After just a few hard pumps her fingernails 
dug into his back and she tensed against him, making the same soft squeal she'd made when he ate her pussy. 
"Uhhhh," Dave groaned, feeling the rhythmic tightening on his cock. 


Mrs. Harris shushed him softly, one of her legs wrapping around his back. 


"Uh-huhhh." Dave had grown up with two sisters in a series of very small, crowded homes, so he had some 


practice in keeping quiet during a variety of private activities. 


The bed, however, was not cooperating. It was rocking back and forth along to Dave's hurried thrusting, the 
wooden headboard going thwack, thwack, thwack, against the wall. 


Aunt Gloria slowed Dave with a clench of her thighs. "Why don't you let me get on top, honey?" 

Dave nodded vigorously, never one to refuse a woman's offer to get on top and do the work, which always 
gave him a marvelous view as well. He flopped onto his back and watched Mrs. Harris spread her legs over his 
body. She looked incredible, all curves and contours and places to grab. Dave's hips rose off the bed, his cock in 
a mindless hunt for someplace to spew. 

"Such a good boy," she sighed, reaching down between their bodies. "You love to fuck, don't you?" 


"Oh yeah, it's so good" 


"You want to fuck again?" 


"Uh-huh." 


Mrs. Harris rubbed herself on him a little before easing his cock back in, her tits swaying in his face. Dave 


tried to bite her nipple when it swung near his mouth. 


"You're all mine tonight," she moaned into his ear, rolling her hips as the front of her body pressed into him. 


"Fill me up with that beautiful dick" 


Dave reached around to grip her arse, his hands digging into her flesh. Her pussy felt so good, he couldn't help 
but rock his hips too, pulling her down onto his cock with every thrust. 


"Uh, Mrs. Harris..." 
"Oh, honey, let me make you come." 


In that moment, nothing else mattered, not Swallwood, not the band or getting a record contract. There was 


only the need, the pleasure, the build up. 


Dave imagined that his cock was so far deep inside Mrs. Harris that it couldn't get any further. That exquisite 
feeling was starting to overwhelm him again, tingling in his balls and spreading all the way into his fingertips. 


"Oh fuck" 
"I know, honey. Go on, put it inside me. l'm on the pill." 


Dave's felt her hands on his chest, then on his face, her thumb pushing inside the corner of his mouth. His 


mind went blank from pleasure and he clutched her hips even harder. 

"Mmnnn, fuck" Dave grunted, erupting inside her. 

"That's it, come inside, honey.." 

Dave felt invincible and empty-headed at the same time. He remembered her kissing him lightly on the 
forehead but then he must've nodded off. When he woke up, it was daylight, and Mrs. Harris was sitting on the 
edge of the bed wrapped in her housedress as if nothing had happened. She had an aluminum foil-wrapped hunk 
of something in her lap. 


"What time is it?" Dave asked. 


"Just before ten" She started peeling back the foil. "| wanted you to have this, before the other lads woke up 
and got into it." 


Dave rubbed his eyes. "Cheers. What is it?" 
"The last piece of sticky toffee pudding, left over from dinner." 


He was going to suggest that he take it away to eat later, but she had already produced a spoon from the 
pocket of her housecoat and was using it to scoop up a big gob of pudding. 


"Have a taste." 

Dave couldn't say no. With a look of determination, Mrs. Harris brought the spoonful of dense brown pudding to 
his mouth and he opened up just far enough to let it past his lips. A dribble of cream escaped down his chin 
but she scraped it back up with the edge of the spoon 

"Oh, honey, so messy." She fed him another bite. 

Smacking his lips around a mouthful of sweet toffee chewiness, Dave thought, / could get used to this It was a 
bit decadent to be spoon-fed dessert first thing in the morning by a woman twice his age, and in a child's bed, 
as well. But if this was what a life of success would be like, then, lets have it! 


"Alright, one more bite before you toddle off back to London" 


When he saw a dreamy look come over Mrs. Harris's face, he wasn't sure what to make of it. He thought her 


eyes looked sad, but couldn't imagine why. 


To be continued. 


But Now | Must Go 


Author's Notes: 
Had to get myself back into the "zone" in order to continue with this one. l'm there now. 


The final gig on the first leg of Iron Maiden's first UK tour was in the lucky town of Liverpool, that fateful 
birthplace of The Beatles, a short two-hour ride down the M65 from Sheffield. Iron Maiden had played there 
before, of course, but this time was different. First of all, it was freezing out this time, and The Green 
Goddess had no heat. Dave shivered, jamming his hands under his bum. How would he play the guitar if he 
couldn't feel his fingers? 


"Where's that bottle?" With the floor juddering under his knees, he began to crawl rearward in search of the 
liter of Cutty Sark they'd all been tipping since the temperature had dropped a few days before. Soon, they'd 
be able to afford Macallan instead That was the other thing. Iron Maiden were a real, professional outfit now, 
conquering the UK town by town, just like they'd set out to do. Dave could practically feel the life-changing 
force of The Beatles and everything they stood for drawing him nearer, welcoming him to have a go at the 


toppermost, as well. 


"There's a feeling | get, when | look to the west," Paul wheezed thoughtfully from his usual post under the 
sleeping platform, reclining on a heap of debris, his feet propped on a guitar case. "And my spirit is dying for 


leaving" 


Dave thought about Claire, about her worn knickers and petal-pink nips, and about how he still hadn't phoned 
her. He just didn't see much point, and the longer he waited to call, the more farfetched it seemed. It was kind 
of like having left a friendly, trusty pet at home for a few days whilst on a business trip. No matter how cute 
they were, and how much affection one might feel for them, did one's goldfish or parakeet ever expect a call 
from the road? He'd be back soon enough and there'd be plenty of time for kisses and pleasant conversation 
Of course Dave was fond of Claire, very fond, and even missed her, in a way, but it wasn't an intense feeling. 
Maybe Mrs. Harris had been right, about him being too young to get tied down. Look at Steve, the poor 
henpecked bloke, trying to have a bit of fun on the road and make a name for himself, but on pins and needles 


over his missus back at home. It was downright smothering. 


Letting a warm swallow of whisky roll down his throat, Dave began to think that maybe he should consider 
breaking up with Claire, and wondered how he might go about doing that. He'd call her tonight. 


"What're we doing this for?" Doug's abrupt question came in from the window connecting The Green Goddess 
to the driver's cab. Motion sickness was Doug's latest affliction, and he swore that riding up front with Loopy 


was the only way he could bear it. "Reckon we all have a touch of monoxide poisoning by now, living in ‘ere." 


Steve simply shook his head, his pointy nose sweeping back and forth across the shearling collar of his zipped- 


up jacket. 


‘| wonder which one of us will be the first to croak," Doug continued speculating. "Every rock band's gotta have 


at least one bloke who snuffs it young." 


"You can bet itll be you, mate," Steve grumbled. Then, leaning towards Dave, asked, "How can a person deal 


with someone like that?" 


Steve had already confided to Dave that Doug was going to be sacked. He'd be replaced with another drummer 
as soon as they got back to London. The signature of Mr. Douglas Sampson would never touch a record 
contract. Steve would tell him tonight. Smallwood had suggested a couple of capable session drummers who 
could take Doug's spot, but Steve already had someone else in mind, a mate of his from East Ham named Clive 


Burr. 


Dave liked the fact that Steve divulged private band business to him first, and it was righteous, he figured, as 
they'd been bandmates the longest, and were the founding members. Steve was often keen to talk at bedtime, 
right before drifting off, and Dave was chuffed to listen. Sometimes it made him feel a little dull, like Steve 
was the commander, leading the charge, and Dave was just along for the ride. On stage, however, Dave didn't 


feel that way at all. He felt exhilarated, in control, shining white-hot light and turning music into gold. 
Like he could do anything. Like get laid 


Sure, Jimi Hendrix was tremendous, a mind blower, but that was only half of it. Dave had first picked up a 
guitar because of the obvious fact; chicks dig guys who play guitar. He'd done pretty well for himself so far, 
despite his shy nature he was good looking, too, and now his band was going places. Europe next, then maybe 
even America. French girls, Italian girls, American girls. So many girls, and only one knob with which to enjoy 
them. Dave's belly tightened with anticipation as he braced himself against the rattle of wheels beneath his 
arse. He tugged at the crotch of his jeans and wondered what it was about long motor vehicle rides that 
always gave him such a raging stiffy. Possibly it was the vibrating fuselage, or maybe it was the monotony of 
the voyage and how it made his mind wander. Beastly and uncontrollable, Dave's cock did what it wanted and 
answered to no one. Over the years, he had trained himself to resist the impulse to touch it every single time 


it got hard, especially in improper settings. 


The Green Goddess turned off the motorway, slowed, hung a left, hung a right, and was soon rolling over what 
felt like cobblestones. Dave longed to look out a window, to possibly spot The Cavern Club or some other 
hallowed ground. Or some cute birds. Iron Maiden would be playing at The Metro that night, a club no bigger 
than the smallest venues the band had played in London so far, but they didn't care. It was a rung on the 


ladder, a mere note in a guitar lick to form the song that would be their career. 


A slight incline in the road was compensated for by a burst of acceleration, sliding Dave, Steve, Paul, and all 
their gear backward in a noisy jumble. Just as Dave was skidding into the sole of Paul's motorcycle boot, the 
van shuddered, an ugly screech rasping lengthwise across the roof from the outside. Amps and cases lurched 


forward as everything ground to a halt. 


"Up yer arse, Loopy," Steve exclaimed, scrambling to the front and poking his face into the driver's cab. 


"What's happened?" 


Dave peered over Steve's shoulder and saw a few grey chips of debris sift past the windshield It seemed 
they'd gotten themselves wedged in between the walls of a dingy alleyway, one just a bit too narrow to admit 
The Green Goddess. 


"Dunno," Loopy swore, stubbing out a cigarette on the dash before reaching for the door handle. "I'l 


investigate." 

"Its no good, mate-" 

Loopy's defiant attempt to open the door met with what everyone else could plainly see through the window, a 
crumbly concrete wall not five inches away. Doug gave his passenger side door a perfunctory jiggle, but it 


would barely budge. 


"Result!" Loopy replied cheekily, pointing through the windshield to the shadowy recesses of the alley. "Look, 
mates, the backdoor to the club is right over there. | got us here, didn't |." 


"Bloody hell," Steve said, squinting upward. "| think he's got us wedged in at the top, as well." 


itll be a cunt of a job to get ‘er free," Loopy admitted, his reddish mop of hair resembling a clown's wig as he 
twisted his neck to inspect the damage near the roof. "I didn't even see that fuckin’ archway." 


Dave felt sorry for Loopy, not because of the current predicament, but because he thought Loopy must 
realize that there were about ten thousand other blokes out there who could do his job equally well as him, or 
better. About two hundred blokes in East London alone were fit to take over poor Doug's job, as well. Dave 


wondered if they both must feel quite up the creek about that. 


"For fucksake, mate, get it sorted" Steve looked on the verge of a smile, despite the apparent bind they were 
in. "We have a gig to do.” 


Cigarette smoke swirled from Paul's nostrils. "Have Smallwood get it sorted. He's the manager, ain't he?" 

RK 

Smallwood was backstage, brushing rainwater from the sleeves of his sport jacket, having just walked four 
blocks and back in the cold October drizzle to buy sandwiches and orange soda for the boys. When Steve broke 
the news that there was another chore to be taken care of, an unexpected mechanical chore outside in the 


alley, one caused by a gormless roadie's foolishness, Smallwood's eyes narrowed to the size of pencil points. 


"Do | look like a bloody repairman?" he growled, digging his wallet out of his back pocket. "I'll hire a tow truck 


But l'm taking it out of that dipshits wage." 
‘Mingy bastard" Crumbs fell from Paul's lips as he whispered to Dave. They were sitting on folding chairs, 
already in their stage clothes. "Cheese sandwiches, blimey. He couldn't spare a few extra quid for a proper 


supper? Some hamburgers, at least" 


Dave was enjoying his sandwich, actually. It was Swiss cheese with mushrooms, and had been grilled. Better 


than the chips and cheap beer that used to suffice as their pre-show dinner. 
"Have you phoned Kate since we've been on the road, mate?" Dave inquired, changing the subject. 


"Nah," Paul replied. "She's sweet as a nut, that Kate, and a right minx in the sack, as well. But come on, mate. 


That's smalltime stuff." 


"You've got her name tattooed on your arm," Dave pointed out with a chuckle. He felt his guilt at not phoning 
Claire lift slightly, to know he wasn't the only one. 


Paul swiped his hand across the simple heart and "kate" inked on his bicep and shrugged. "Yeah, well, people get 
tattoos in remembrance, right? Cor blimey, she should be chuffed." 


"Have you phoned your mum, then?" Dave asked, realizing he hadn't thought to call his own mum. 


Paul's mouth fell open, displaying a wad of macerated sandwich. "Of course! Gotta phone yer mum, Davey. Have 


some decency." 


Dave felt a sudden pang in his heart that he must phone his mum straight away, before the gig. "Mr. 


Smallwood," he said, "can | borrow some change for the phone, please? Wanna phone my mum." 
"Come ‘ere, lad," Smallwood requested, his hands on his hips. 


"Awright, now you've done it, mate," Paul cautioned as Dave stood up. "Asking the boss for money right now? 


He's gonna lose his rag." 


"Bugger me. Isn't this an upstanding lad, phoning home right up until the last night out.” Smallwood clasped Dave 
around the shoulders with such force that Dave almost lost his footing. He wasn't sure if Smallwood was going 


to punch him in the gut or smother him with a monstrous hug. 


"Here you go, mate." Smallwood dumped a stack of coins into Dave's cupped hand. "And call me Rod from now 


on. 


eR 


The telephone booth was just outside the stage door, in the same pisshole of an alley where they'd stranded 


The Green Goddess earlier. Jangling Smallwood's coins around inside his loose fist, Dave closed himself inside the 
booth and thought about all the other things he could've been doing instead of standing in a drafty phone 
booth; having a beer and a laugh with his bandmates, warming up for the gig, scoping out birds for later. He 
picked up the receiver on an impulse to phone Claire after all, to break it off with her mercifully and be done 
with it. What else did he have to say to her? Dave could predict the interrogation she'd give him (Why haven't 
you phoned sooner? Whatve you been getting up to), could almost see the shabby little sofa they always sat 
on, and hear the telly on in the background. The ordinariness of it all closed in on him tighter than the 
waistband of his leather trousers. 


He couldn't do it. He couldn't face hearing Claire curse him, and worse, if she cried, oh, it would be dreadful. 
And if he broke up with her, there would be one fewer person around who loved him. He'd just have his mum 
and dad and sisters then. 

Cradling the phone receiver in the crook of his neck, Dave dropped some coins into the slot and tried to 
remember his parents' phone number. He pulled the "O" finger hole around the dial and let it release. Just as 
his finger poked into the hole for "2," the phone booth went dark, as if the overhead light had shut off from 
his touch. The light is only on when the door is shut.. 


Still gripping the receiver, Dave swiveled around and saw a small green-hatted person pop through the door like 


a jack-in-the-box. It was a girl. 
“Awright, miss, l'm making a call," Dave announced, like she hadn't noticed he was in there. 
As quickly as she'd burst in, she shut the door behind her and the dome light clicked on again 


‘Oh, hi! Wow, you're in the band, aren't you," she said breathlessly, tilting her head to face him. "I came all the 


way from Leeds." 

She was so cute Dave didn't even care if she'd gotten him confused with someone from The Nutz, the other 
band on the bill that night. Heavy metal fans could be a rough bunch, but this bird looked more rock than 
metal, dressed in bellbottoms and a suede jacket. She had long honey-colored hair and a smile that made 
dimples form on her plump, young cheeks. 

"Hi there, yeah," he said, still a bit startled. “Thanks for coming.” 

"You're Dave, the guitarist." 

So she did know who he was. Iron Maiden, finally attracting some female fans. 


“That's right." 


There were only so many reasons for two strangers to squeeze into a phone booth together, and at the 
moment Dave didn't know any of those reasons. The only thing he knew was that a pretty girl was snuggling up 


against him. Her cool hands sneaked up the back of his leather jacket and found his bare skin. She smelled like 


vanilla, sweet and ice creamy. 
‘lm excited," she murmured into the narrow space between their bodies. "I think you're just the cutest.” 


"You're cute, too." Dave felt like a fuse had been lit somewhere between his tummy and his cock. It curled and 


fizzled, warming him from the inside, all the way up to his cheeks. 


Underneath his motorcycle jacket Dave was shirtless except for a leopard-print velvet waistcoat, a fanciful 
garment pinched from a one-night-stand of Paul's, which Dave, Paul, and Steve had all sported on stage at 
least forty times between them. Whatever foul, manly aromas had been infused into the material by now 
seemed to be an elixir to this girl. He could feel the eagerness of her body against his as she inhaled the air 


around his neck, his chest. 

‘Mmm, you smell so good," she moaned. "I want to eat you up." 

Dave chuckled. "Awright" He supposed he'd better get used to this sort of thing. 

She had a lovely set of jubblies on her, too, he noticed. Firm and round, the kind one couldn't help but leer at. 


As if feeling his eyes on them, she tugged down the v-neck of her sweater, giving him a glimpse of black lace 


and a delicious swell of pale flesh. 


Dave realized that he had what felt like a rocket launcher down the front of his trousers. If this bird was at 


all shocked by it, she didn't let on She seemed to press even closer. 
"Mmm, this feels so nice," she said, nuzzling against him. "Let me make you feel good." 


"Oh, yeah," Dave sighed, a gentle friction having started in his crotch, her hand stroking him through the 


leather. 

Her lips were warm and wet, whispering against his earlobe. "I'd like to suck your cock, would you like that?" 
"Uh-huh," he replied, a tingle of goosebumps spreading across his back and down his arms. 

"| want it," she breathed, biting him a little on the tendons between his neck and shoulder. 

With the speed of snake strike, she captured his necklace between her teeth and slurped it into her mouth like 
a strand of spaghetti. Dave snorted in amusement, but he couldn't deny it was intense, and even erotic, she 
was pulling so hard on it. Her breaths were hot and desperate at his hollow of his throat, coming in time to 


the stroke of her hand between his legs. 


Link by link, his gold chain popped free as she released it from her mouth. When nothing was left except for 
the small cross that hung from its nexus, she pulled tight again, holding it by her teeth like a piece of toffee 


she was trying to bite through. "Mmm, tastes good," she snarled, the chain twisting along the nape of Dave's 
neck and yanking out a few downy hairs. 


"You like that, huh?" he asked. All Dave could do was close his eyes and smile as she sucked on his gold cross. 
He felt like he was being worshipped, and he liked it, a lot. He liked it so much he thought he might come in his 
pants. 


The glass panes of the phone booth were starting to fog up from the inside, but to make extra sure they 
wouldn't give any bystanders a free show, Dave cracked the door open with his foot, just far enough to make 


the light shut off. 


Finally, mercifully, she undid his zipper, uttering a sexy gasp as she did so. Eager to further dazzle her, Dave 
reached down and unfastened his own button. He could barely contain himself. He jutted his hips forward. 


"Mmm, you've got a nice chubby one," she said. 


She stroked him a little with her bare hand, the sound of it a soft quish, quish, quish, in the darkness. The 
greenish circle of her knit beret descended until her knees landed with a quiet thump at his feet. Without 


warning, Dave was overcome by an amazing feeling in the head of his cock as the girl's mouth fastened onto it. 


"Ohhh," he moaned encouragingly. Not that she needed encouragement. She was sucking his cock with the last- 
ditch urgency of someone who knew they were using their one and only chance. Not fast, but hard, with her 


skillful tongue rubbing just the right spot. 


Dave wanted to stand on his toes, not to be taller, but to fuck, to thrust his cock higher, deeper into her 
hungry mouth. She was pulling him down, devouring him almost into her throat. So he spread his legs instead, 
far enough that his feet bumped into the corners of the phone booth. He could feel her saliva dribbling down 
his balls and turning cool in the night air. 


She made a wet choking noise and Dave thought it was one of the dirtiest things he'd ever heard. He wanted to 
spunk up in her mouth and hear what noise she'd make. A surge of pleasure suddenly built up and rolled 
through Dave's body, making his toes curl inside his boots. Fuck, fuck, right there, keep going, keep going, he 
thought but didn't say. 


The girl moaned around his cock, sucking and licking, relentless. It felt so good, Dave wanted to prolong it, but 
he couldn't. His mind went blank and the pressure erupted in a long, exquisite spasm, a familiar sensation but 


one that always seemed to stagger him with its intensity. 


"Uh, uh, uhh, uhhmm," he whimpered, the pleasure pulsing through his cock along with each gush of cum. It 


seemed incredible to him that a pair of soft lips around his dick could bring about something so dramatic. 


She was licking her lips when she got up off her knees. She looked very contented. 


"Its almost time for the show," Dave pointed out, tucking himself back into his stage trousers. "Gotta go, luv." 
"Okay. Well, goodbye. See you on stage." She gave him a peck on the cheek, adjusted her hat, and left. 


It occurred to Dave that he didn't thank her; she'd swallowed his cum and rushed out before he'd gotten a 
chance. But somehow it didn't matter. He wouldn't see her again and that's the way it should be. From a girl's 
perspective, there must be a certain vagabond romance to it all, he figured As a rockstar in a touring band, 
he was here today, gone tomorrow. Like a pirate, or a superhero. The man of steel, he thought and chuckled to 


himself, patting his soft but still-swollen cock through his trousers. 


The coins Smallwood had given him were heavy in his pocket. Dave picked up the receiver again and called his 


mother. 


To be continued. 


Meet the Lads From Iron Maiden 


Author's Notes: 
Vague ideas came from a scenario Paul described in his book about he and Dave fighting over a stripper in 


Paris. 


Later, on stage, Dave couldn't stop smiling. Not because of the back-alley blowjob; that had been delightful, a 
welcome diversion, but was forgotten amidst the effort and tumult of the gig. Dave smiled out of sheer fun, in 
celebration, because Iron Maiden was a knockout smash, playing to a packed house. The stack of Marshall amps 
growling behind him was so loud he could feel it ruffling his hair and thudding in his chest. He was backed up 
to the amps because he didn't dare step within two feet from the edge of the narrow stage, or else risk his 
feet and legs to the raving mad fans in the front row. One excitable punter had already tried-twice-to grab 


the headstock of his guitar. 


Watch your step, he's out to get you, come what may, Paul sang, flipping his microphone cord to the side. Don't 


you stray, from the narrow way. 


Dave took his cue and went to town on the first of his two guitar solos in "Phantom of the Opera," a thirty- 
second song unto itself that he had proudly composed. He felt a change come over his body as he began to 
work the fretboard. His fingers hammered and pulled off the strings without conscious thought. For a few 
moments he went almost into a trance, executing his most dexterous and impressive moves, anticipating two, 
three moves ahead, automatically, as if he were playing a favorite video game. It was a primitive sensation, one 


he felt so deep in his guts it was almost in his balls. 

Paul was head-banging in Dave's peripheral vision, his soaked hair irrigating the stage with a spray of sweat. 
Paul's blousy shirt had been dispensed with, leaving him as bare chested as a boxer. Suddenly he shouted 
gleefully into Dave's ear, "Crowd's bloody havin’ it!" And then he went to bang his head in Steve's direction 
The time changes and drama of "Phantom" acted on the mood of the crowd like a drug. A roomful of fists 
pumped along to the rhythm. Some fans even jumped up and down. Chin up and grimacing in his usual fashion, 
Paul spat out the song's final line. 

Haunt me, you taunt me. You torture me back at your lair! 


Dave felt proud of Steve for writing such poetic lyrics. 


The next song in the set, "Remember Tomorrow," was slower and nostalgic, a chaser to the passion of 
"Phantom." 


After making a brief introduction, Paul began to sway like a Las Vegas lounge singer. 


Unchain the colors before my eyes. Yesterday's sorrows, tomorrow's white lies. Scan the horizon. The clouds take 


me higher. 


Any fuck-off bloke out there who thought that Paul was nothing more than a barmy hard-ass was dead 
wrong, Dave thought. Paul could be a softy, too. And, with Steve's help, he'd written a dead good song. 


Dave propped his foot up on a monitor, within spitting distance of the crowd, and something that had occurred 
to him before while striking such raffish poses suddenly came to mind again, ridiculous as it was. Why did 
musicians in heavy metal bands such as themselves wear skintight trousers, and bare their chests for all the 
world to see, when most of the fans down front were blokes, as well? Rock bands were a different story. 
Robert Plant flaunted his bulge on stage, too, but at least he had scads of birds in the front row to enjoy the 
display. The wankers in the audience tonight couldn't possibly be interested in seeing the outlines of the Iron 
Maiden lads' meat and veg, and right at eye level, no less. Dave supposed it didn't matter who was looking. Sex 
and rock n roll in all its forms just couldn't be separated. And perhaps there was a bird or two in attendance 


who might fancy making an appraisal of his cock, in the flesh. 


Iron Maiden closed the set with "Iron Maiden," now their signature sign-off. Dave thought what an absolute 
pisser it would be to get the chance to record a real album and self-title it "Iron Maiden," as well. Just like the 


brilliant "Black Sabbath" by the almighty Black Sabbath from their debut album Black Sabbath 


Never one to linger on stage after the final song, Dave offered the crowd a jaunty raised-guitar salute and 
waved farewell before turning his back and elbowing through the dusty red curtain separating the stage from 
backstage. Doug was still grooving on some improvisational drum fills and Eddie the mascot belching out his last 
mouthful of smoke when Dave flipped the tab on a can of Newcastle. On the stage side of the curtain, Paul 
was bidding goodnight to the shouting audience. "You mad motherfuckers! Don't forget us, because we won't 
forget you, fuckin’ Liverpool!" 


While he sipped his beer, Dave played out a little fantasy in his mind of being a big rockstar at an afterparty, 
all confidence and lust for life, his gaze falling hungrily on a group of three attractive young women standing in 
the corner. They were dressed in a style that Dave could only think to describe as sexy. Not trashy but not 
quite glamorous, either. Leather, high-heel pumps, stacks of silvery bracelets flashing on their feminine arms. 
They giggled and bowed their heads before glancing his way. Fantastic, Dave thought, time to receive the rock 
star treatment. Smallwood was an ace manager so far, arranging record company meetings, fetching 
sandwiches, and, apparently, procuring groupies for the band. Only three birds, though, and four blokes in the 
band, some poor tosser would be left out. And one girl was already talking to a wiry, assertive-looking chap 


with a camera around his neck.. 


From a fold in the stage curtain, Steve ducked in, shiny and panting. "Nice one, nice one. That went down a 


treat. Pass me a beer, Davey." 


"Cor blimey, | could go for plate of spaghetti like fuck after a show like that," Paul gasped, having just popped 
through the curtain. Paul's real last name was Andrews, but he liked to fancy himself Italian heritage 


sometimes. 


Smallwood burst in from the side-stage like a boss in a sitcom, shouting and gesturing. "You're big time now, 
lads! That was brilliant.” He jerked his chin in the direction of the bloke with the camera and his lady friends. 


"Sounds magazine is here to conduct an interview." 
"With us?" Dave croaked, incredulous. 


"That's right. It's for a short piece in next week's issue. A ‘who are Iron Maiden’ sort of thing. Don't expect any 
terribly innovative questions." Smallwood waved them over. "There's a photographer, as well” 


Years later, Iron Maiden would grow tired of doing interviews, but at the moment, they were keen. The only 
interviews they'd been asked to give so far had been for dinky local newspapers that printed on orange-colored 


paper, so to be featured in a respectable music publication like Sounds was a rock r' roll dream. 


Dave hoped the interview process wouldn't interfere with the efforts he'd soon need to take to satisfy an 
onrushing insatiable urge to get laid. Suddenly, the bloke with the camera and one of the women were 


approaching as if the band were The Rolling Stones, grinning and stooping reverently. 


Smallwood introduced the guys to Ross, a freelance photographer, and Felicia, from Sounds magazine. So, the 
interviewer was a bird, Dave thought, taking an immediate interest in her physical attributes. She had short 
hair, almost as short as Paul's, but spikier. To Dave, her face looked vaguely feline, with a small chin and big 
green eyes framed by eyelashes almost long enough to serve as whiskers. She had a little meat on her. Not 
whole-lotta-Rosie territory, but enough to make her look like a well-fed, well-fucked little tart. Dave's curious 
eyes traveled down (shapely legs in black stockings), then back up (small tits but spectacularly braless), then 
down again, wishing he could get a look at her plump arse. Before anyone could notice him leering, he glanced 
over at Paul and could tell from the direction of his gaze and lecherous expression that he was having similar 


ideas. 
Dave suddenly became conscious of the fact that Steve was already taking and answering interview questions. 
"How would you describe the music you typically create?" Felicia inquired next. 


"IFs rock n roll, or heavy rock, you know, | guess some people would call it heavy metal," Steve explained. 


"We've got some progressive elements in there as well." 
She made some hasty jottings on a small pad of paper. "What bands do you admire?" 


When Steve turned to signal him that it was his turn to take a question, a quiver of shyness ran through 
Dave's belly, making him feel like a schoolboy in class who couldn't possibly have the right answer. 


"Ah, um, Deep Purple, The Beatles, of course," he stammered, straining to think, despite the fact that 
influential bands were such a standard subject. "Led Zeppelin, YES, um, Black Sabbath." Then he remembered one 


of Steve's favorites and figured he ought to mention them. "UFO are an influence, as well. And | can't speak for 


the other guys, but | love AC/DC: 


"Let me fell you. My lady's got balls" Felicia warbled with a small, cat-like smile in Dave's direction, referencing 
one of his favorite AC/DC songs. 


Dave chuckled. A tingle passed through his own balls to think about this sexy lady interviewer getting off to a 


song about a bird who likes to crawl around on the floor to please her man. 


Paul took a question about the creative process and reveled in answering, sipping thoughtfully from his beer 


and philosophizing about the origin of good song lyrics. 


Doug didn't field any questions. He lingered nearby as an observer, belching under his breath and looking a bit 
blue-tinged around the lips. 


"She was looking at me, mate," Paul hissed into Dave's ear while Smallwood took the final question about the 


band making their debut album. "Not you. Don't get any ideas of having it off with her. She's mine." 
I'm not sure about that, mate," Dave replied. "Think I'll have a bash at it myself" 


Ross the photographer positioned the band against the only backdrop available, a brightly painted red and 


yellow brick wall near a slop sink in the corner. 


"Piss off, Davey," Paul continued to assert as Ross's camera began to clack softly. "Ill be shagging her in the 


bus as soon as this bollocks photoshoot is over, you'll see." 
"Only thing I'm gonna see is is her naked twat" 


To be continued. 


